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“He  shoots  higher,  that  threatens 
the  moon,  than  he  that  aims  at  a 
tree.” 

-  George  Herbert  (1593-1633) 

I  came  upon  this  quotation  while  I  was  searching  for  inspiration  for  my  first  contribution  to  The  Trillium. 
It  struck  me  as  being  appropriate  both  for  the  graduating  students  as  they  step  away  from  the  protective  arms 
of  the  School  community  they  know  so  well,  and  for  The  Study  as  it  faces  the  challenges  of  education  in  the 

21st  century. 

For  the  girls  the  message  is  clear  -  aim  high.  You  have  a  solid  foundation,  a  secure  knowledge  of  who  you 
are  and  what  is  good.  Use  that  security,  that  knowledge,  to  seek  out  the  best  in  whatever  you  are  doing. 
Never  mind  if  your  arrow  falls  a  little  short;  you  will  pick  it  up  and  aim  again.  And  in  any  case,  the  very  act 

of  setting  the  sights  high  expands  the  horizons. 

The  Study  is  in  a  similar  position,  secure  in  its  strong  tradition  of  excellence  in  the  past;  confident  and  full 
of  high  expectations  for  the  future.  We  also  must  set  our  goals  above  and  beyond  the  comfortable  and  the 
conventional.  We  must  have  the  courage  to  take  risks,  to  accept  some  failures,  to  learn  from  them  and  to  go 
on  to  achieve  the  most  exciting  and  satisfying  future  we  can  imagine. 


She  Staff 


BACK  THIRD  ROW:  Mrs.  Wright,  Mrs.  Balfour 

BACK  SECOND  ROW:  Mr.  Christiani,  Mme.  Glorieux,  Ms.  Kirkpatrick,  Frau  Bottenberg. 

BACK  FIRST  ROW:  Mme.  Looten,  Mrs.  Ewing,  Mme.  Roy,  Miss  Benjamin,  Mrs.  Baugniet,  Mrs.  Cooke,  Mr.  Macauley,  Mme.  Jothy,  Ms.  Biggs, 
Mrs.  Ronsley. 

FRONT  ROW:  Mrs.  Cross,  Mrs.  Shuster,  Mrs.  Marshall,  Miss  Rees,  Mrs.  Vivian. 

ABSENT:  Mrs.  Allan,  Mrs.  Finley,  Mile  Glorieux,  Mrs.  Johnston,  Mrs.  Lennard,  Mr.  Tomczyk,  Mrs.  Ballantyne,  Miss  Goode. 
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FAIR  AND  UNFAIR 


The  beautiful  is  fair,  the  just  is  fair. 

Yet  one  is  commonplace  and  one  is  rare, 
One  everywhere,  one  scarcely  anywhere. 


So  fair  unfair  a  world.  Had  we  the  wit 
To  use  the  surplus  for  the  deficit, 

We’d  make  a  fairer  fairer  world  of  it. 

Robert  Francis 


3lulte  UualjeU  ’72-’B4 

Wert  thou  a  jewel, 

I  would  wear  thee  in  my  bracelet. 

Were  thou  a  garment, 

Never  would  I  find  the  time  to  undress  me. 

Hints:  Maxie  and  her  amazing  melons  ...  Y  =  and  me  ...  jelly  tots  ...  Cement  Head  and  her 
famous  butterfly  glasses  ...  flagellation  ...  gymnastics  provincials  with  Cee  Cee  ...  when  auntie 
came  to  visit  ...  don’t  step  on  me  ...  It’s  an  exhibitionist  ...  touchdown  ...  The  Sea  Shells,  sailors, 
and  Jodi  the  Banger  ...  fudgesicles  ...  Miss  Valerie  Cassel  ...  Oh  Dear  ...  Is  that  crazy  glue  ... 
founding  member  of  the  Lonely  Hearts  ...  Y.M.C.A.  ...  Mr.  Grace  ...  Full  Blast  ...  galoshes  ...  1- 
2-3  Ummm  ...  hiking  with  Blyth  and  Co  ...  Ski  Hawks  ...  S.H.S.  Balls  ...  Cotillion  ...  So  many 
men,  so  little  time  ...  Weston  School  and  my  sexy,  blond  friend  ...  Andrea,  Ya-Ya  -  Bob, 
William,  Mom  and  Dad,  F.T.,  B.T.,  D.W.,  D.S.,  H.T.,  V.A.,  T.M.  -  I  got  it.  Don’t  forget  up 
out  us  ...  XOXOXO  Jules 

Jewels,  a  young  lady  abounding  with  shine  and  beauty.  You  always  find  time  to  lend  a  helping 
hand,  a  generous  word,  and  brighten  any  day  with  your  spirit  and  great  sense  of  humour.  You 
never  fail  to  imprint  your  style  in  no  matter  what  you  do  or  where  you  go,  you  will  be  remem¬ 
bered  and  cherished  forever. 

Love  Guy 

“As  the  generation  of  leaves,  so  is  that  of  men.”  Homer 


CEaroline  (!Dttu  ’72-'84 


“At  last  awake 

From  life,  that  insane  dream  we  take 
For  walking  now.” 

Browning 

Remember:  sing,  sing  a  song  ...  shy  boy,  slow  mover  ...  Original  member  of  the  Lonely  Hearts 
Club  ...  The  Pyramid  ...  N.Y.C.  weekend  ...  1.2.3.  ummm  ...  S.H.S.  Balls  ...  Study  cotillions  ... 
I  like  tight  compact  ones  ...  soccer  mud  fights  ...  Fashion  Show  ...  Black  Sabbath  ...  chasing  D. 
and  D.  down  Crescent  Street  ...  canoe  ...  What’s  your  geno  type?  ...  bean  bag  camp  ...  Murry 
Park  Daquiris  ...  Whip  it  ...  Geno-Gyno  R  ...  Salami  weekend  with  Deb  ...  friendly  visitor  at  the 
ski  hill  ... 

Thanks:  Julie,  my  Weston  Buddy;  Debbie  (psycho  weekend);  H.T.,  B.T.,  F.T. 

“The  less  we  say  about  it  the  better 
Make  it  up  as  we  go  along 
Feet  on  the  ground 
Head  in  the  sky 

It’s  OK  1  know  nothing’s  wrong.” 

Talking  Heads 


§>aral|  Allan  ’71-’84 

“Why  take  life  seriously?  You’ll 
Never  get  out  of  it  alive.” 

-  Low  cruising  airplanes, 

-  water  ballooning  Biggsy. 

-  73202  dots  on  the  classroom  ceiling 

-  advancing  our  artistic  skills  during  history  class 

-  giving  the  globe  flying  lessons 
“Then  can  I  walk  beside  you 

I  have  come  here  to  lose  the  smog 
and  I  feel  to  be  a  cog 
In  something  turning. 

Well  maybe  it’s  the  time  of  year 
Or  maybe  it’s  the  time  of  Man 
and  I  don’t  know  who  I  am 
But  life’s  for  learning.” 


Hictoria  Angel  '7H-’B4 

Always  remember  that  whatever  is  considered  very  good  in  the  present  is  already  probably 
retrograde;  that  there  is  something  just  on  the  horizon  of  the  future  that  you  are  failing  to  see, 
that  you  should  keep  your  eyes  peeled  for,  even  if  it  is  not  yet  visible.  Be  the  first  to  see  the 
coming  thing,  not  the  last  to  praise  what  is  known  and  passe. 

Louis  Dudek 

Remember  -  cruisage,  window  seats,  the  Tank  et  l’auto  Laroche,  Biftee-Twos  at  Brandy’s,  original 
member  of  the  Lonely  Hearts  Club,  Old  Teach,  “Are  we  to  fritter  the  time  away  on  trivialities?” 


Bifabetlj  GUjceabrnugli  ’72-’B4 

The  world  is  all  out  there  for  you 
It  all  depends  on  what  you  do 
Your  life’s  too  short  for  wastin’  time 
So  follow  your  heart  and  make  up  your  mind  ... 

Lionel  Richie 

Memories:  WTBA  ...  Cruise  Mobile  ...  Where’s  the  rest  of  you?  ...  Inside  joke  ...  Pumpkin  ... 
The  M  crew  ...  Grape  ...  Linebacker  ...  Can  we  have  a  study?  ...  General  Hospital,  (i.e.  sprained 
ankle!)  ...  There’s  no  time  left  ...  Morty’s  parking-meter  dessert  ...  Victoria  Day  -  Debbie  in  the 
bushes  ...  Grad  ’84:  Where  did  you  get  your  dress  Vicki?  Nice  dress  Vicki  ...  Wine  and  water,  urn 
sure  tastes  good  ...  Wake-up  Liz  ...  Cheap  sunglasses  ...  S  +  S  ...  Billy  Idol  ...  Explanations  ... 
How  about  those  Expos?  ...  Nice  DJ  Stacy  -  O  my  God  ...  I  don’t  believe  it  ...  Are  there  a  lot  of 
pictures?  ...  Crazy  Friday  Afternoons  ...  Mama  Biggs’  Day  Care  Center  ...  I  spy  with  my  little  eye 
...  Follow  that  car  ...  I  kill  you  ...  Crazy  Fridays  ...  Dinner,  Le  Paris  ...  Spilt  tea  ...  Late  ... 
Convo  ...  Buckwheat  ... 

Many  thanks  to  Stacy,  a  great  friend.  Also  to  the  Study  and  the  class  of  ’84  for  twelve  great  years 
of  my  life. 


3lane  iEiaenijauer  *72-'84 

The  moralist  looks  at  what  man  is,  and  is  depressed.  The  humourist  looks  at  what  man  pretends 
to  be,  and  is  delighted. 

Richard  Needham 

Remember:  Bananas  ...  the  dangers  of  parking  meters  when  eating  millefeuilles  ...  Mike’s  Sub¬ 
marines  ...  Cagney  and  Lacey  ...  Elf’s  etc.  ...  McDonald’s  ...  twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star  ... 
moooo  ... 


iaum  HtnclfSQ  ’79-’84 

There  are  places  I’ll  remember  all  my  life,  though  some  have  changed.  Some  forever,  not  for 
better,  some  have  gone  and  some  remain.  All  these  places  had  their  moments;  with  lovers  and 
friends  I  still  can  recall.  Some  are  dead  and  some  are  living.  In  my  life  I’ve  loved  them  all. 

Beatles 

21060000  seconds  of  life  at  the  Study;  Eating;  Tuck  Shop;  hiding  from  German  class;  around  the 
world  in  80  seconds;  But  that’s  not  fair!;  practical  jokes;  guys  -  where?;  chewing  gum;  hospital 
fashions  1983;  lunch  musk;  202312  dots  on  the  ceiling;  swearing  in  German;  maturity  -  where?; 
skiing;  TGIF;  Let’s  do  something  fun!;  writing  obscene  novels  in  math  class;  Life  is  X?*£!;  I  feel 
like  dancing!;  Singing  from  back  corner;  talking  in  class  -  me?;  67  days  left  ’till  the  grad!;  Let’s 
go  cruising!;  When’s  summer?;  Playing  piano  in  prayers  this  morning  -  OH!  OH!;  Library  duty  - 
well,  I  kind  of  forgot;  are  you  crazy? 

I  get  by  with  a  little  help  from  my  friends,  I  get  high  with  a  little  help  from  my  friends.  I’m  going 
to  try  with  a  little  help  from  my  friends. 

Beatles 

Everything  I  like  to  do  is  either  illegal,  immoral  or  fattening! 

Creative  minds  are  rarely  tidy. 

La  moderation  a  bien  meilleur  gout? 


UtEno  73-  H4 

Between  the  conception 
And  the  creation 
Between  the  emotion 
And  the  response 
Falls  the  Shadow  - 

T.S.  Eliot 

Remember:  talk  to  me  ...  communal  squeeze  ...  risky  business  ...  I  will  not  comment  ...  sophisticated 
...  are  you  psyched?  ...  trip  the  light  fantastic  ...  Ontario  ...  sunglasses  ...  fan  club?  ...  give  it  up  ... 
whisper  to  a  scream  ...  cat’s  eyes  ...  Billy  Idol  ...  cruisemobile  ...  California  girls  ...  hot  tub  ...  red 
convertibles  ...  punk  rocks  ...  time  after  time  ...  blondes  have  more  fun  ...  where’s  the  rest  of  it? 
Nat:  sharing  memories  -  you’re  one  in  a  million  ...  Liz:  keep  smiling!!  You’re  the  best! 

Lightning  flashes  across  the  sky 
From  east  to  west  you  do  or  die. 

Like  a  thief  in  the  night. 

You  see  the  w'orld  by  candlelight  - 

U2 

If  I  had  the  chance  I’d  ask  the  world  to  dance  -  and  I’d  be  dancing  with  myself  - 

Billy  Idol 


Natalie  fetch  ’73-’B4 


Harper,  tell  me  of  the  road 
That  leads  beyond  this  Hold, 

That  wends  its  way  beyond  the  hill  ... 

Does  it  go  further  on  until 
It  ends  in  sunset’s  gold? 

Anne  McCaffrey 

Remember:  ...  blue  stars  ...  wild  animals  ...  communal  squeeze  ...  geography  books  ...  tuli] 
popcorn  ...  Idol  ...  confusion  ...  lipstick  ...  “Sunglasses  at  Night”  ...  “Cruise  Mobile 
California  Girls  ...  hot  tubs  ...  traveler  ...  the  Arts  ...  tennis  ... 

All  my  love  and  best  wishes  for  the  future  to  both  Steak  and  Jane  -  you  guys  are  the  greatest! 

Who  wills. 

Can. 

Who  tries, 

Does. 

Who  loves. 

Lives. 


Anouk  feroten  *72-’B4 

“Part  of  me  suspects  that  I’m  a  loser,  and  the  other  part  of  me  thinks  I’m  God  Almighty.” 

John  Lennon 

In  so  many  words: 

Watercolouring  in  the  basement;  Guitar  with  S.A.  -  House  of  the  Rising  Sun,  Greensleeves;  Seedy 
Face;  Let  It  Be  -  throwing  fudge  out  bus  window;  Commonwealth  Conference  -  Stay  or  Go;  Elect 
Rick  Gheta;  Ottawa  -  Peace  is  the  dream  of  the  wise.  War  is  the  history  of  man;  Avocado  Face; 
Turkey  Trot;  Reggie  and  the  Gang;  With  God  on  our  Side;  Diamond  and  Pearl;  Stratford;  I  am  just  a 
poor  boy  ..  .;  the  grove  of  eucalyptus;  Love,  love  me  do;  “Did  you  bring  any  vaseline?”;  Punim  Face; 
“Stop  singing,  Sarah!”;  It  can’t  be  as  bad  as  in  the  trenches;  ma  petite  peche;  “I  wonder  if  He 
thought  that.”;  oy,  oy,  oy;  Bringing  a  note  for  gym;  Close  your  eyes  and  I’ll  kick  you,  tomorrow  I’ll 
hit  you  ...;  Subject:  Spying,  Teacher:  Harriet;  Cauliflower;  Arwooo!  Shutup!;  Mersey  Buckets, 
Cuties! 

We  both  know  what  memories  can  bring 
They  bring  diamonds  and  rust. 

Joan  Baez 


Beattyer  UHclouiell  ’73-’B4 


Remember:  Stratford;  Late  nights  with  Mother  Goose;  Giant  Mountain  - 1  think  I  am  going  to  have  a 
heart  attack;  Rudolph;  Long  walks  with  Nors  over  the  mountain;  Lunch  on  my  tunic;  Risky  Business; 
Skiing;  Laughing  fits;  Who  has  the  communal?;  I  wish  I  could  drive;  Deep  convo’s  with  A.L.;  Louis 
Dudek;  There  is  something  about  a  living  room  fireplace;  Pickled  oink  sandwiches;  The  Great  Chain- 
Reaction  Egg-Frying  Machine  -  flooding  Mrs.  Cooke’s  office;  Can  you  pick  the  lock??;  1  made  it  to  a 
hundred!;  Fashion  Show;  Don’t  slouch!;  M.  who?  -  Heather  who?;  Manner  party;  My  dress  is  noisy; 
Dracula;  Driving  into  a  stone  wall;  Getting  braces  off;  Throwing  the  world  around  the  classroom; 
Shortcut  through  Murray  Park  with  Nors;  Moving  right  along  ... 

“Funny  how  my  memory  skips 
While  rearranging  manuscripts  of  unpublished  rhyme.” 

P.  Simon 

Thanks  to  A.L.,  L.N.,  L.P.,  Mum,  Dad,  and  Honey 

“Almost  anything  you  do  will  be  insignificant, 
but  it  is  very  important  that  you  do  it.” 


Anne  McCaffrey 


“I  can’t  believe  your  song  is  gone  so  soon 
I  barely  heard  the  tune.” 

Paul  Simon 


Mohandes  Gandhi 


IGenore  Botkin  ’79-’84 


I’ve  looked  at  clouds  from  both  sides  now, 

From  up  and  down  and  still  somehow 
It’s  clouds  illusions. 

1  recall  I  really  don’t  know  clouds  at  all. 

Joni  Mitchell 

I’ll  always  remember  -  Parsly  -  the  clones;  avocado  face  lessons;  sie  no  more;  forbiscineh  punim; 
zuchinni  vanish;  here  comes  the  Pytha  Gorean  Triple;  cutey 

A.L.  -  licorice  in  the  lab;  Diamond  and  Pearl;  Talent  Show  -  I  think  we’ve  gone  crazy,  let’s  start 
again;  singing  the  States,  With  God  on  our  Side;  the  Basement  Blues;  HAIR;  grad  write-ups  in 
bus;  deep  conversations  are  where  it’s  at 

H.M.  and  the  Grapes  of  Wrath;  walking  over  the  Mountain  Road;  Did  you  do  your  ...?  No  ...; 
Pickled  Oink  sandwich  -  bite  it  before  it  bites  you;  disgusting;  hiking  -  another  step;  Louis  Dudek; 
making  it  up  and  down  to  100;  manners  party 

D.H.  -  trying  to  hold  down  the  mob  of  savages  at  tuck  shop;  looking  for  dresses;  Greasers, 
Burlington 

Thank  you  all.  1  hope  we’ll  always  be  together. 

Limitless  undying  love  which  shines  around  me  like  a  million  suns  and  calls  me  on  and  on  across 
the  universe. 

John  Lennon 


SIebUe  Paris  ’79-’84 

When  you  can  no  more  hold  me  by  the  hand, 

Nor  I  half  turn  to  go,  yet  turning  stay. 

Remember  me  ... 

Christina  Rossetti 

Memories  -  Parsley  ...  heh  heh  ...  faible  ...  donation  ...  my  dominant  genes  ...  the  ABC’s  of 
corny  cliches  ...  pumpkin  face  ...  those  fabulous  yearbook  weekends  ...  PYT  ...  Jake  and  Deirdre 
...  the  zuchinni  dinner  ...  Las  Tchanz  ...  curly  tops  ...  matoore  ...  letters  ...  how  could  I  leave  this 
behind  ...  sometimes  you’ve  just  got  to  say  ... 

Specially  big  hugs  for  L.N.,  A.L.,  and  H.M.  and  good  luck  to  the  whole  M. 


SshbiE  ^cljatta  ’79-’84 


“Born  with  a  sense  of  laughter  and  a  sense  that  the  world  is  mad.” 

Commonwealth  Conference:  S.W.A.T.,  sailors,  Mindy,  Seachelles,  Twoo  Twoo,  Eet  is  a  sombrero, 
Doo  Doo  Doo  Doo,  Don’t  touch  my  ...  Fashion  Show,  Viva  Women’s  Lib.  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see, 
Oh  Dear,  d’hotel;  Lonely  Heart’s  Club  Original  Member  w /  V.A.;  chasing  Mr.  McC  w /  V.A.  and 
C.C.;  shaving  cream  fight  w /  L.C.  and  A.M.;  firecrackers  and  the  bush;  Hero;  Psycho  Weekend:  flat 
tire,  no  date,  no  things  ...  Salami  week:  curling,  cheese,  cake,  ice  fishing,  pool  table,  apples  and  CCC 
-  rejects  -  Longest  Yard,  Steinberg’s,  Geno-Gyno,  I  love  the  laughter  of  children  -  all  w  /  C.O.  daquiris 
in  the  park,  popsicles,  Ya  Big  B;  Biggs  prego;  B-Ball;  Orville;  hiding  in  cinema  five  w /  A.D.  AND 
K.C.  big  jobs  w /  M.S.  Joe  Special’s;  wild  night  going  up  and  down  w/M.S.  and  C.B.;  Lafleur’s; 
swimming;  spring  ’83;  P.G.:  Kirstie’s  life  -  E.B.;  4-3-2-1  w /  C.C.;  hiking,  Stratford;  Quebec  City; 
Sweet  Sixteen;  B-Day  ’83-’84:  phone  booth  invite;  Camera;  Crescent  cruising;  chasing  D.  and  D.;  I’m 
going  on  a  man  hunt  -  Forget  it  Golda. 

Thanks  very  much  to  all  my  friends:  J.B.,  K.C.,  L.C.,  A.D.,  A.M.,  C.O.,  M.S.,  H.T.,  F.W. 

“It  was  early  morning  yesterday 
I  was  up  before  the  dawn 
And  I  really  have  enjoyed  my  stay 
But  I  must  be  moving  on.” 

Supertramp 


Deb:  Thanks  for  being  there  when  I  needed  you  and  thanks  for  making  me  smile.  Love  you  tons. 

H.T. 


Heather  QJrott  ’7fi-’B4 

Remember:  Quebec  City  ’83;  Stratford  Grade  10:  junk  food  overdose,  pizza  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  with  F.T.,  C.O.,  and  J.B.,  New  York  City  with  Johnny;  eating  pretzels  on  Fifth  Avenue, 
Antaeus  Skin  Conditioner,  eleven  dollar  eye  shadow,  getting  picked  up  at  the  airport  by  George, 
plane  with  D.S.,  Savage  Eau,  S.H.S.  Grad  with  me,  and  this  is  just  the  playhouse,  cruising  with 
Mr.  A.  in  the  Christmas  vacation  with  Johnny,  perfume  fights;  Sweet  Sixteen  with  J.S.; 

Morty’s;  standing  next  to  Cliff  Warner  and  Nick  Nolte;  Fiorucci;  Fashion  Show;  Black  Sabbath; 
chasing  D.  and  D.  down  Crescent;  Debbie’s  B-day;  Di;  Musse;  Plan-a-Tan  with  D.W.;  New 
Year’s  Eve  in  Stowe;  working  at  the  Gala  with  T.W.,  D.W.,  D.T.,  J.T.,  Nasser;  roses  from 
Richard;  Florida  with  Liam,  phoning  me  at  12:30;  cotillion  with  J.A.;  S.H.S.  Ball;  E.S.P.  dinner 
on  Duluth  with  me  cruising  in  the  Celica;  1-2-3  Ummm;  Delirious;  Double  Wammy  with  M.C.; 
Drakkar;  3-D  loser;  Bigg  is  pregnant ... 

And  the  songbirds  are 
Singing  like  they  know 
The  score 

And  I  love  you,  I  love  you,  I  love  you 
Like  never  before. 

Thank-you  for  always  smiling  and  laughing  and  keeping  us  all  happy  when  we  were  down,  you  were 
always  there  for  us.  D.S. 


Diana  Halls  ’72-’B4 

To  the  school  that  has  seen  me  root,  grow,  bud,  and  bloom  with  the  seasons  and  years,  and  who 
has  provided  that  firm  and  fertile  ground  from  which  to  build  my  life  -  I  thank  you. 

You  may  awe  the  world  with  your  talents  and  charm,  but  you  will  never  cease  to  amaze  me  with 
your  capacities  at  being  a  friend,  always  a  shoulder  to  cry  on,  words  to  comfort,  and  an  incredible 
sense  of  humour  to  liven  up  any  mood.  You  will  be  sorely  missed  when  our  roads  diverge.  Keep 
up  that  great  smile  and  ambition,  and  the  sky  is  the  limit.  But  most  of  all,  remember  that  no 
matter  what,  we’ll  always  love  ya  tons!  V.A. 

Artemis  -  Goddess  of  the  moon  and  of  hunting 

Always  so  chic  and  comely  you  were,  loving  subtleties,  suitors,  and  sweets  -  you’ll  never  lose  your 
shine.  Jules 

Thanks  for  all  the  cheerful  words,  smiles,  hugs,  memories  and  laughs.  They  meant  so  much  to 
me.  Even  when  you  were  down  you  were  always  a  friend,  and  there  to  listen.  Thank  you  for  being 
beautiful  you.  H.T. 

Elegance  is  more  than  ease  -  more  than  freedom  from  awkwardness  and  restraint.  -  It  implies  a 
precision,  a  polish,  and  a  sparkling  which  is  spirited  yet  elegant.  Hazlitt 


3Fuma  Mrigljt  ’72-’B4 

Time  it  was  and  what  a  time  it  was 
A  time  of  innocence  a  time  of  confidences 

Long  ago  it  must  be,  I  have  a  photograph,  preserve  your  memories,  they’re  all  that  is  left  you. 

Simon  and  Garfunkel 

Winter,  spring,  summer,  or  fall  all  you  have  to  do  is  call  and  I’ll  be  there,  you’ve  got  a  friend. 

Carole  King 

Remember:  No  Date;  Popsicles  and  donuts  =  PIG  OUT!;  Biggs  is  pregnant!;  Dinner  at  Le  Paris; 
Toronto  -  to  bed  at  10  o’clock?;  Stratford  -  don’t  talk  too  loud,  Biggs  is  in  the  room  beside  us 
“Ahh!”;  playing  tag  in  the  rain  at  1  o’clock;  Julius  Caesar,  wake-up,  I’m  not  asleep,  I’m  just 
resting  my  eyes;  Quebec  -  hanging  out  the  window,  are  you  the  flasher?;  kidnapping  Biggs’ 
mouse. 

Thanks  To:  T.M.,  C.N.,  All  the  gang  in  the  junior  school,  The  class  of  ’84,  and  special  thanks  to 
D.S,  and  Ms.  Biggs. 


BACK  ROW:  Vicki  Angel,  Diana  Walls,  Heather  Trott,  Julie  Bushell,  Sarah  Allan,  Anouk  Looten,  Natalie  Lerch,  Stacy  Hreno. 
FRONT  ROW:  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Caroline  Otto,  Fiona  Wright,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Leslie  Paris,  Heather  McDowell,  Lenore 
Notkin,  Dawn  Hinchey,  Debbie  Schatia. 

Remember  -  What  is  Christmas  to  you?  -  Hymie  Santa  Goldberg 
...  My  hero!  ...  Frozen  Dunkin’  Donuts  ...  Fashion  Show  ...  The 
abduction  of  Purple  Pie  Man  ...  Potential  Grad  Dates  -  I  am  a 
murderer  ...  PYT  ...  Mama  Biggs’  Day  Care  Centre  ...  Super 
Pickle  ...  Contented  Cows  ...  I  relate  to  Judith  Hearne  and  the  rest 
of  the  North  American  Losers  ...  Biggs’  pregnancy  and  purple  hair 
...  Grad  -  swimming  with  V. I. P.’s  ...  White  Water  Rafting  ... 

Quebec  City  ...  Stratford  ...  Dunce  corner  ...  Maaarvelous  ... 

Around  the  world  ...  Crazy  Friday  -  cutting  out  snowflakes  ...  the 
Book  of  Compliments  ...  It’s  a  ...  It’s  a  ...  an  exhibitionist  ... 

Bible-S _ M.S.G. 


Seta  Sambia 


Ladies  ladies  don’t  be  shy  ... 

We  had  an  amazing  house  this  year,  even  though  there 
were  moments  when  everyone  was  not  totally  en¬ 
thusiastic,  we  pulled  together  and  made  this  year  a  great 
success.  A  great  highlight  was  our  amazing  victory  over 
Kappa  Rho  in  House  Basketball,  and  our  amazing 
singing  debut  in  prayers.  Everyone  did  a  great  job. 
Thanks. 

Heather,  Debbie,  and  Gill 


Delta  Seta 


We  have  highs  and  we  have  lows 
But  our  spirit  simply  grows 
Thursday  mornings  we  all  cry 
V-I-C-T-O-R-Y 

To  the  other  houses  we  say  “Here! 
Now  it’s  spelled  out  loud  and  clear!” 

We  have  Valour  good  and  strong, 
High  I.Q.’s,  we’re  never  wrong! 
Competition,  there  is  none 
To  the  Top!  We’re  moving  on. 

Ordinary,  we  are  not, 

We  are  Really  hard  as  rock! 

Wave  the  flag  of  Yellow  and  blue, 

We  are  the  greatest!  Yes  it’s  true! 


Luv  Anouk,  Zoe,  and  Vittoria 
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“We’ve  got  the  spirit.’’ 

Once  again  Mu  Gamma  started  off  the  year  with  a 
bang,  demonstrating  her  prowess  both  academically  and 
athletically.  However  we  began  to  slide  as  the  year 
progressed  with  only  the  occasional  winning  weekly 
total.  Yet  we  managed  to  maintain  our  high  athletic 
standard  for  which  we  are  known,  and  no  doubt,  feared. 

Yet  not  to  lead  one  astray,  we  will  get  them  all  with 
our  brains  and  brawn. 

Mu  Gamma  is  the  best. 

Diana,  Jane,  Sandy 


Kappa  Slj0 


“Thunder,  thunderation,  we’re  the 
Kappa  Rho  generation,  when  we  fight 
with  determination,  we  create  a  great 
SENSATION.’’ 

This  year  Kappa  Rho  showed  its  true 
“green  and  yellow”  spirit.  For  the  first 
time  in  the  history  of  The  Study, 
Kappa  Rho  knew  what  it  felt  like  to  be 
ahead  in  the  academic  race,  (will  mir¬ 
acles  never  cease).  We  all  know  that 
there  is  a  sporty  side  to  K  P,  (right 
Tania  and  Tara).  Many  thanks  to  the 
house  advisors  of  K  P  for  supporting 
the  house. 

Go  for  it  in  the  next  year  K  P.  We 
know  you  can  do  it. 

Lizzie,  Stacy,  Tania,  Tara 
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BACK  ROW:  Sarah  Shennib,  Kimberley  Hamilton,  Georgina  Dimyan,  Alice  Dodge,  Laura  Olariv,  Rachel  Mcleod,  Theresa 
Schauer,  Kimberley  Johnston,  Mehrnaz  Saifullah-Khan. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Daniel  Gorenko,  Charles  Frankfurt,  Juan  Cantero,  Eric  Goldwarg,  Taylor  Lloyd,  Eugene  Kwack,  Simon 
Waddington. 

FRONT  ROW:  Ammar  Khan,  Carl  Valentino,  Colin  O’Regan. 

ABSENT:  Yuki  Takai,  Allison  O’Keefe. 


This  year,  we  talked  about  the  importance  of  getting  along  with  others.  As  a  result  of  this,  the 
children  always  made  an  effort  to  talk  out  their  problems  with  their  friends. 

The  following  is  a  summary  of  their  thoughts  and  feelings  on  the  subject. 

“GETTING  ALONG” 

“To  share  with  your  friends  is  getting  along  with  your  friends.  The  world  would  be  sad  if  we  didn’t 
have  friends,  and  we  would  never  play  again.  The  world  would  be  sad  and  bad  if  we  didn’t  have  ' 
friends.  The  countries  would  always  be  at  war,  and  that  would  be  a  sad  thing.” 

Love  The  Kindergarten 
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BACK  ROW:  Myriam  Fredette,  Aviva  Vetter,  Alison  Taylor,  Rebecca  McLeod,  Charmaine  Tang,  Ellana  Tryansky,  Sarah 
Ternoway. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Maury  Conochie,  Justin  Lalonde,  Louis  Fredette,  Matthew  Simonian,  Marcus  Daniels,  Billy  Anthopoulos. 
FRONT  ROW:  Vikas  Sawhney,  Joshua  Khazzam,  Alex  Anthopoulos,  Filip  Bartos. 


OUR  FAVORITE  THINGS 

Alex  -  Helping  my  father  and  mother 

Billy  -  Piloting  a  remote  control  model  aircraft 

Filip  -  A  real  hockey  stick 

Maury  -  Going  to  McDonald’s 

Marcus  -  Watching  the  Expos,  the  Concordes,  and  the  Canadiens  play 

Louis  -  Eating  spaghetti 

Myriam  -  Painting  pictures 

Joshua  -  Going  to  museums 

Justin  -  Messing  about  in  boots 

Rebecca  -  Picking  flowers 

Vikas  -  Disco  partying 

Matthew  -  Playing  in  parks 

Charmaine  -  Reading  books 

Alison  -  Playing  ‘Tag’ 

Sarah  -  Swimming 

Ellana  -  Learning  about  everything 

Aviva  -  Making  a  snowman 
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BACK  ROW:  Louise  Tellier,  Tracey  Tom,  Sarah  Waddington,  Milo  Prelevic,  Sophie  Lambert,  Anne  Lefaivre,  Jessica  Salomon, 
Andrea  Hermann,  Abbasali  Massoudi,  Claudine  Molson,  Lynn  Wright. 

FRONT  ROW:  Dale  Kwack,  Peter  Schwartz,  Francine  Tellier,  Ingrid  Hategan,  Jessica  Davidman,  Regina  Flores,  Jai  Jacob, 
Eugene  Park. 


As  quoted  from  ... 


Jessica  D.  -  Bells 
Each 

Live  together 
Loveningly 

Regina  -  I  like  to  eat  ice  cream  and  I  will,  I  will,  I 
certainly  will. 

Ingrid  -  If  you  see  a  snowman  you  will  think  it  is  nice. 
Andrea  -  Ice  cream,  when  I  look  at  you  I  get  hungry. 
Jai  -  Oh  snow  you  are  so  cold  and  white! 

Dale  -  Cold,  cold  make  me  stronger.  I  am  a  winter 
man. 

Sophie  -  I  am  a  red  balloon  and  very  nice  to  eat.  I 
think  I  should  change  myself  into  an  apple. 
Anne  -  Reading  is  learning  and  it  is  fun  to  do. 

Ali  -  This  rainbow  is  out  of  the  world. 

Lynn  -  I  gave  my  dog  a  bath  one  night 
Was  a  sight  to  see 
I  got  so  wet  myself 


I’d  say  he  gave  the  bath  to  me. 

Claudine  -  When  I  ski  I  go  crazy. 

Eugene  -  Oh!  Lovely  snow  man.  Nice,  tall,  and 
straight.  I  love  you. 

Milo  -  Skating  is  fun  because  I  feel  like  I  am  sailing  on 
the  sea. 

Jessica  S.  -  My  care  bear  is  so  sweet  that  I  feel  I  could 
squeeze  him,  but  sometimes  he  breaks. 
Peter  -  You  are  the  most  red  and  delicious  apple  I 
have  ever  laid  eyes  on  and  you  taste  good  to! 
Francine  -  The  rainbow  moves. 

Louise  -  My  apple  is  more  beautiful  than  any  I  have 
ever  had. 

Tracey  -  Whoever  made  my  Christmas  tree  I  really 
want  to  thank  them. 

Sarah  -  The  sun  gives  us  light  and  it  keeps  us  warm.  I 
like  the  sun.  Do  you? 
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IN  THE  TREE:  Angela  Collyer,  Amelia  Nourse. 

BACK  ROW:  Chanoy  Alonso,  Nicole  Souaid,  Sarah  Ewing,  Melinda  Hall,  Bianca  Towning,  Valerie  Abdoo. 
FRONT  ROW:  Sandra  Bekhor,  Alison  Kirstein,  Daniela  Flores,  Margot  Yaphe,  Rhea  Toman,  Samantha  Kelliher. 
ABSENT:  Samana  Naqvi. 


We  enjoyed: 

Going  to  Rougemont  to  pick  apples. 

Seeing  Kurelek’s  paintings  at  the  McCord  Museum. 

Taking  part  in  the  music  festival  at  Villa  Maria  singing  “It’s  a  Marshmallow  World’’,  and  singing 
“Christmas,  Christmas  Everywhere’’  at  CJAD. 

Watching  the  puppet  show  of  Snow  White  and  the  Seven  Dwarfs. 

Writing  letters  in  French  to  an  Inuit  class. 

Painting  murals  for  our  Magic  Garden. 

Taking  the  metro  to  the  maison  de  la  poste,  and  seeing  all  the  beautiful  stamps. 

Having  Melinda’s  mother  come  to  show  us  how  to  make  lovely  Chinese  decorations. 
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BACK  ROW:  Isabelle  Cox,  Jarina  Harnack,  Tara  Markus,  Catherine  Herba,  Ariadne  Decker,  Alexandra  Bakos,  Carrie  Haber, 
Shehrnaz  Saifullah-Kahn,  Lucy  Opatrny,  Melina  Nacos,  Stephanie  Moors,  Jeana  Park. 

FRONT  ROW:  Margaret  Ransome,  Sara  Landau,  Claire  Heenan,  Sandi  Chao,  Ako  Kyei-Aboagye,  Adrienne  Wong. 


Alexandra  - 
Sandi  - 
Isabelle  - 
Ariadne  - 
Carrie  - 
Janina  - 
Catherine  - 
Claire  - 
Ako  - 
Sara  - 
Tara  - 
Stephanie  - 
Melina  - 
Lucy  - 
Jeana  - 
Margarot  - 
Shehrnaz  - 
Adrienne  - 


Even  when  Grade  4  seems  far  away, 

These  memories  will  always  stay. 

Getting  my  first  excellent! 

The  month  we  didn’t  get  ANY  house  points! 

Our  exciting  trip  to  C.J.A.D. 

Finally  being  in  the  Middle  School. 

“Breaking  in”  substitute  teachers. 

Performing  the  poem  “Sick”  in  assembly. 

Being  introduced  to  the  computer. 

Getting  my  first  pair  of  glasses. 

Being  a  prefect  for  the  first  time. 

Making  a  table  in  woodwork. 

The  good  friends  I  met  and  the  wonderful  teachers  I  had. 

Sharing  Christmas  with  a  disabled  little  girl. 

Having  the  opportunity  to  learn  to  cook. 

Having  my  story  entered  in  the  Alexander  Hutchison  Competition. 
Playing  the  piano  for  the  Christmas  concert. 

Making  stained  glass  in  activities. 

Playing  the  recorder  for  the  first  time. 

My  first  time  being  in  Mu  Gamma. 
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BACK  ROW:  Paulina  Flores,  Fiona  Macauley,  Vivian  Schupp,  Kim  Ryan,  Andrea  Molnar,  Rebeka  Krasny,  Lynn  Grunberg,  Kate 
Gordon,  Katie  Davidman,  Ana  Pardo,  Stephanie  Canci,  Cynthia  McCurdy. 

FRONT  ROW:  Lisa  Pascal,  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton,  Catherine  Saucier,  Melanie  Polis,  Kathryn  Bliss,  Jennifer  White,  Francesca  Bolza, 
Ariane  Shuster,  Natalie  Molson,  Marion  Nader. 

ABSENT:  Stephanie  Silverman. 


Can  you  imagine  ... 

Kathryn  without  braces? 
Francesca  not  smiling? 
Stephanie  not  laughing? 

Katie  with  a  short  tunic? 
Paulina  being  tall? 

Kate  not  talking  about  horses? 
Lynn  not  blushing? 

Sonya  with  black  hair? 

Rebeka  with  long  hair? 

Fiona  being  a  slow  runner? 
Cynthia  having  curly  hair? 
Andrea  being  bad  at  gym? 


Natalie  with  freckles? 

Marion  with  straight  hair? 
Ana  with  blond  hair? 

Lisa  not  being  in  fashion? 
Melanie  without  glasses? 

Kim  with  a  big  nose? 
Catherine  without  excellents? 
Vivian  without  freckles? 
Ariane  with  green  eyes? 
Jennifer  being  short? 
Stephanie  S.  with  bangs? 
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BACK  ROW:  Heidi  Kaulbach,  Arwen  Chenery,  Danielle  Dolisie,  Tamara  Singer,  Natalie  Gitto,  Shallah  Patton,  Tanya  Hatton, 
Jenny  Landau,  Sandra  Welch. 

FRONT  ROW:  Nazira  Arma,  Jane  Laurence,  Deborah  Tarr,  Felicia  Matthews,  Mary  Fraser,  Kate  Hallward,  Holly  Commeford, 
Victoria  Klisivitch,  Julie  Azeff,  Katherine  Yaphe,  Alison  Shapiro,  Supoorna  Chattpadhyay,  April  Wisdom,  Sarah  Musgrave. 


Heidi  -  O.K.  you  guys,  be  quiet 

Julie  -  Do  you  want  to  make  a  bet 

Sandra  -  That’s  not  fair 

Natalie  -  It  reeks  in  here 

Holly  -  Can  I  borrow  your  eraser? 

Tamara  -  Look  who’s  talking 

Debbie  -  Tell  me  about  it 

Supoorna  -  Are  you  crazy  or  something 

Jenny  -  Like  you  know  what  I  mean? 

Nazira  -  My  foot 

Kate  -  Come  on  you  guys 

Ali  -  It’s  so  pathetic 


Tanya  -  I  don’t  care 
Victoria  -  Oookkk! 

Mary  -  You  dweeb 
Katherine  -  Give  me  a  break! 
Sarah  -  Well!  ...  Puis! 

Jane  -  Anyhow  ... 

April  -  You’re  so  stupid! 
Felicia  -  One  minute  madame 
Arwen  -  You’ve  got  problems 
Danielle  -  You  guys 
Shallah  -  That’s  gross 
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BACK  ROW:  Liane  Tabah,  Christina  Komaroff,  Elise  Johnston,  Daphne  Maravei,  Catherine  O’Brien,  Tina  Jensen,  Tanya  Razek, 
Claudia  Spalding,  Li  Ann  Dorrance,  Helen  Theoharis,  Samantha  Hoare,  Giulia  Galeotti,  Erika  Flores,  Carla  Guttmann,  Genie  Cortez. 
FRONT  ROW:  Katherine  Molnar,  Miranda  Mok,  Anne  Heenan,  Katherine  Price,  Natasha  Dupont,  Heather  Brennan,  Nancy  Paris, 
Chikako  Nohara,  Lynn  Bushell,  Annabel  Soutar,  Claude  Saleh,  Miriam  Tratt. 


Nicknames 


Kathy  -  Inky 
Natasha  -  Freckles 
Annabel  -  Bubble 
Catherine  -  Angel  Face 
Elise  -  Sneeze 
Daphne  -  Lovey 
Claude  -  Roily  Polly 
Heather  -  Hezzie 
Carla  -  Mousy 
Claudia  -  Cakinha 
Miranda  -  Mok 
Anne  -  ‘Annie’ 

Genie  -  Genius  Jeans 
Tanya  -  Miss  Muffet 


Christina  -  San  Francisco  Crisco 

Li-Ann  -  Lea 

Katherine  -  Green  Whale 

Chikako  -  Chicklets 

Samantha  -  Monkey 

Nancy  -  Nana 

Helen  -  Ms.  Dictionary 

Tina  -  L’il  Danish  Pastry 

Liane  -  Lynnie 

Erika  -  Cheeks 

Lynn  -  Squirt 

Giulia  -  Gatta  (Pussy  Cat  in  Italian) 
Miriam  -  Peppermint  Patty 
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BACK  ROW:  Mary  De  Gaetani,  Joanne  Sonin,  Shierly  Armanious,  Carolyn  Drouin,  Lisa  Ransome,  Wendy  Chiu,  Carolyn  Tanner, 
Kate  Fraser,  Sharon  Mashaal,  Jennifer  Toole,  Gillian  Wansbrough,  Jennifer  Engels,  Kim  Lerch,  Martha  McCall,  Alexandra  Yaphe. 
FRONT  ROW:  Vivian  Welch,  Trevy  Berretta,  Sarah  Lank,  Sara  Bradeen,  Lisa  Vineberg,  Tamara  Gitto,  Felicite  Mackay,  Maria  Tratt, 
Nadine  Grunberg,  Arabella  Decker,  Stephanie  Marshall,  Margaret  Bentley. 


PERSON 

SHOW 

Shierley  -  Edith  Bunker 

All  in  the  Family 

Felicite  -  Mrs.  Garett 

Facts  of  Life 

Margaret  -  Margaret  Houlihan 

M.A.S.H. 

Stephanie  -  Jennifer 

Family  Ties 

Trevi  -  Dr.  Johnny  Fever 

W.K.R.P. 

Sharon  -  Bert 

Sesame  Street 

Sara  -  Strawberry  Shortcake 

Cartoon 

Martha  -  Casey 

Mr.  Dressup 

Wendy  -  Mr.  Smith 

Mr.  Smith 

Lisa  -  Arthur  Carlson 

W.K.R.P. 

Arabella  -  Gretchen 

Benson 

Joanne  -  Ricky  Schroder 

Silver  Spoons 

Mary  -  Johnny  Slash 

Square  Pegs 

Carolyn  T.  -  Ernie 

Sesame  Street 

Carolyn  -  Mr.  Spock 

Star  Trek 

Maria  -  Howard  Cosell 

sports  announcer 

Jen  -  The  Fonz 

Happy  Days 

Jennifer  -  Pearl 

Different  Strokes 

Kate  -  Gilligan 

Gilligan’s  Island 

Lisa  V.  -  Blair 

Facts  of  Life 

Tamara  -  Jo 

Facts  of  Life 

Gillian  -  Remington  Steele 

Remington  Steele 

Nadine  -  Marilyn  McCoo 

Solid  Gold 

Vivian  -  Richie 

Whiz  Kids 

Sarah  -  Alex 

Family  Ties 

Ali  -  Rosko  Peeco 

Dukes  of  Hazards 

Kim  -  Farrah  Fawcett 

Charlie’s  Angels 
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BACK  ROW:  Katie  Chao,  Jennifer  Gibson,  Janet  Faith,  Roben  Stikeman,  Jonet  Webster,  Samantha  Porteous,  Virginia 
Schweitzer,  Elsa  Komaroff,  Sabrina  Leigh,  Samantha  Mason,  Rachel  Yates,  Carmen  Picciotto,  Sharmelle  Shapiro,  Liza  Bowman. 
FRONT  ROW:  Rona  Gomel,  Christian  Borntraeger,  Carrie  Eberts,  Samantha  Hayes,  Jessica  Rubinger,  Vanessa  Gillespie,  Tina 
Sadek,  Michelle  Cote,  Josephine  de  Bono,  Anuja  Singh,  Kanako  Nohara. 
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BACK  ROW:  Tracy  Brennan,  Anna  Williams,  Leena  Lakdawala,  Leslie-Ann  Chang,  Michele  Cohen,  Lauren  Yarosky,  Tania 
Martin,  Tara  Siev,  Zoe  Creighton,  Sandy  McCall,  Rachel  De  Salis,  Vittoria  Galeotti. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Gillian  Riley,  Lisa  Cytrynbaum,  Carolyn  Nelham,  Andrea  Robinson. 

FRONT  ROW:  Paulana  Layman,  Sharon  Saleh,  Ellen  Penner,  Crystal  Max,  Carey  Evans. 

ABSENT:  Rebecca  Kugler. 


Lest  we  forget: 

French  homework  ?  First  period  ?  ...  snowball  fights  in  all  the  wrong  places  ...  Grade  10  syndrome  ... 
good  answer,  good  answer  ...  Quebec  :  flasher  men  -  underwear  -  shampoo  bottles  (  who  would  need  six 
shampoo  bottles  for  two  days  ?  )  ...  GENERAL  HOSPITAL  :  “I  want  my  wife.”  “I  want  the 
microfilm.”  ...  The  price  of  baby  food  is  going  up  ...  MICHAEL  JACKSON  ...  scarves  ...  the 
mysterious  clock  changing  monster  ...  GQ  corner  ...  the  multiplying  Wind  Song  man  ...  Jane  Fonda  - 
UGH  ...  scissor  maniac  and  stick  man  ...  SHS  Ball  -  not  ONE  of  us  ?  ...  How  now  brown  cow  ... 

LOOK  OUT  SCHOOL  -  NEXT  YEAR  WE’RE  IN  CHARGE 
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You  wouldn’t  think,  for  all  Julie’s  level-headedness  and 
apparently  unblemished  sanity,  that  she  has  been  at  the  Study 
since  Kindergarten.  Along  with  many  of  us,  she  has  climbed 
the  steps  (excuse  the  cliche)  to  Grade  11,  and  received  the 
greatest  distinction  a  Studyite  can  earn. 

Yet  our  head  girl  is  relaxed  about  it  all.  She  takes  her 
responsibilities  seriously  but  with  a  certain  defiantly  easy¬ 
going  attitude.  She  takes  things  as  they  come,  and  gets  them 
done  too! 

Julie  has  set  high  standards  for  herself,  and  she  achieves 
them  systematically.  She  is  aware  of  where  her  abilities  lie  and 
leaves  those  areas  where  she  is  less  competent  (however  few 
they  may  be)  to  others  to  excel  in. 

Well,  Julie,  we  hope  you  are  flattered.  We  know  being  head 
girl  isn’t  easy  (especially  walking  around  in  a  pumpkin  suit) 
but  since  you  made  it  through,  we  wish  you  success  and 
happiness  for  the  rest  of  your  life. 

love, 
the  class 
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(Report 

The  Study  is  a  very  unique  school  in  more  ways 
than  one,  one  special  aspect  being  its  charity- 
mindedness. 

Every  Wednesday  morning,  a  collection  is  held  for 
our  Foster  Child  and  various  organizations,  which  we 
feel  could  benefit  from  our  help.  For  a  number  of 
years,  we  have  helped  a  teenage  boy  in  Korea,  Jin 
Moon  Han.  With  our  help,  he  has  succeeded  in  life, 
becoming  an  accomplished  cyclist.  This  year,  our 
sponsorship  with  Jin  Moon  Han  will  be  completed, 
but  we  will  be  getting  another  foster  child  in  the  near 
future.  As  well  as  Moon  Han,  we  have  given  to  the 
Unitarian  Service  Committee,  The  Hemophelia 
Society,  The  Diet  Dispensary,  The  Tiny  Tim  Fund, 
and  others. 

A  major  fund-raiser  at  The  Study  is,  of  course,  The 
Annual  Bazaar.  This  year,  the  proceeds  went  to 
Mount  St.  Patrick’s,  a  home  for  abused  and  disturbed 
children.  We  were  pleased  to  be  able  to  give  them 
$2,500. 

Although  there  has  been  the  occasional  disap¬ 
pointing  collection,  all  in  all,  The  Study  has  been 
more  than  generous  in  their  help  this  year.  Therefore, 
I  would  like  to  thank  the  School  for  their  support, 
and  also  Miss  Rees,  whose  assistance  and  help  proved 
invaluable  to  me. 


Entertainment 

(ttnmmittee 


A  fast  paced  party  that  started  off  with  our  amazing  ticket  sell-outs, 
and  peaked  with  the  Christmas  party  and  our  third  annual  Study 
Cotillion.  Naturally,  they  were  all  outlandishly  successful.  We  loved 
all  the  organization  -  and  disorganization.  What  a  great  time  we  had. 

Heather 

Diana 


drab 


Committee 


After  overcoming  major  obstacles 
(i.e.  having  our  first  choice  swiped  by 
an  anonymous  rival  school),  we 
finally  found  the  ultimate  location  - 
The  Sheraton  Centre  -  and  they 
agreed  to  take  on  the  great  risk  of  a 
night  with  the  Study  Graduating 
Class  of  1984.  It  should  be  a  real 
party. 


Vicki 

Stacy 

“...  we’re  gonna  party  ...  All  night 
long”. 
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“People,  this  is  a  library,  not  a 
gym.’’  Even  though  the  library  was 
sometimes  mistaken  for  a  lunch¬ 
room,  livingroom,  and  playroom,  it 
helped  many  people  in  supplying  in¬ 
formation,  and  enjoyment.  We  were 
a  small  committee  of  six  members 
from  grades  ten  and  eleven,  but 
thanks  to  the  patience  of  Mrs. 
Vivian,  we  did  get  to  the  library  on 
time,  (part  of  the  t'me).  Many 
thanks  to  Mrs.  Vivian  for  her  organ¬ 
ization  and  smooth  running  of  the 
library. 


BACK  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Heather  McDowell,  Rachel  De  Salis. 
FRONT  ROW:  Dawn  Hinchey,  Elizabeth  Cheesebrough,  Sarah  Allan. 


Science  (Club 

Every  Thursday  at  lunchtime,  a  group  of  girls  from 
grades  nine  to  eleven  work  in  the  Biology  lab  with  Mrs. 
Cooke.  We  have  taken  apart  radios  and  toasters,  peered 
through  microscopes,  done  experiments,  and  generally 
had  a  good  time.  Many  thanks  to  Mrs.  Cooke  for  the 
time  she  put  into  this.  This  was  the  club’s  first  year,  and 
we  are  sure  it  will  expand. 


This  year  was  another  great  year  for 
debaters.  We  had  a  lot  of  new,  young 
debaters  who  worked  extremely  hard.  They 
have  a  lot  of  promise  for  the  future.  We 
participated  in  several  tournament  debates 
this  year  and  did  excellently.  We  also  had  a 
few  inter-school  exhibition  debates  with 
Marie-de-France,  which  went  rather  well. 
They  appreciated  it  a  lot.  Thanks  very 
much  to  all  those  who  participated. 

Well,  Leslie  and  I  will  miss  you  all  very 
much.  We  hope  that  next  year’s  President 
and  Sub-Head  do  not  stick  any  of  you  in 
the  corner! 

Good  luck,  and  may  you  all  grow  up  to 
be  fantastic  debaters. 


love  Debbie 
and 
Leslie 
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You  at  the  top  of  the  pyramid  -  get  your  foot  off  her  0°  t*ie  job- 

face! 
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On  September  27,  Secondary  I  (are  we  really  in  Junior 
High?),  set  off  to  French  camp  in  a  bus  to  L’Auberge 
La  Perdriere  in  St.  Donat.  We  spent  two  nights  and 
three  days  there,  and  had  a  great  time.  We  were  divided 
into  five  groups  with  counsellors  whose  names  were 
Mougie,  Cheech,  Mouse,  Gopher,  and  Marty.  (We  do 
not  know  where  they  got  their  names  either.)  Our  days 
were  spent  mountain  climbing,  canoeing,  sailing,  at¬ 
tempting  archery  and  running  through  an  obstacle 
course.  We  spoke  lots  of  French  (hmm)  and  we  just  wish 
we  can  go  back  again  next  year. 
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According  to  Grade  Four: 

This  year  on  Thursday,  September  22,  Grade  4  went  to  Mont  St.  Hilaire  along  with  Grades  5-9.  We  are  studying 
about  trees  this  year.  We  made  scribble  prints  and  bark  rubbings.  We  also  had  a  rally  with  questions  and  orange 
arrows  pointing  the  way  through  the  forest.  We’re  all  sure  that  everyone  had  fun  at  Mont  St.  Hilaire. 


According  to  Grade  Nine: 

It  was  a  beautiful,  warm  day  with  the  sun  shining  through  the  cloudless  sky  when  we  set  off  in  our  luxury  coach 
to  the  mountains  of  St.  Hilaire. 

As  we  lounged  comfortably,  listening  to  blasting  Bowie  music,  we  waited  attentively  to  reach  our  destination.  Making 
good  use  of  the  Jacuzzi  and  the  sauna,  the  time  seemed  to  pass  quickly. 

Upon  our  arrival,  we  eagerly  responded  to  the  call  of  the  wild,  and  to  the  shrill  sound  of  the  whistles  of  our  drill 
sergeants  McCauley  and  Ewing. 

After  accomplishing  the  great  feat  of  climbing  the  invincible,  monstrous  mountain  of  St.  Hilaire,  we  settled  down 
to  a  gourmet  lunch  of  lobster  and  champagne.  Then  we  retired  to  sunbathe  in  our  skimpy  bikinis,  and  to  indulge  in 
our  stimulating  “biological”  conversations  with  Sgt.  McCauley  protecting  us  against  wild  mountain  goats. 

Afterwards,  we  had  an  invigorating  scavenger  hunt  and  a  nursery  rhyme  competition.  We  then  boarded  our  coach 
and  sang  our  way  home. 

We  arrived  at  the  Study  Estate  after  a  long  and  eventful  day  at  the  exotic  mountains  of  St.  Hilaire.  As  we 
disbanded,  a  faint  and  familiar  sound  could  be  heard  in  the  distance: 

Hump-ty-dump- 
Hump,  Hump-ty  dumpty  ... 
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Un  beau  jour  de  fin  septembre,  les 
eleves  de  la  neuvieme,  dixieme,  et 
onzieme  annee  sont  parties  a  l’aube  pour 
Quebec.  Le  sejour  a  dure  deux  jours  et 
une  nuit.  Au  coeur  de  la  ville,  les  filles 
sont  restees  a  la  “Pension  Beau-Site”, 
d’ou  elles  pouvaient  admirer  le  Chateau 
Frontenac  et  le  fleuve.  Vendredi  elles  ont 
visite  la  citadelle,  le  Musee  du  Fort  et  la 
Place  Royale.  Samedi  matin,  apres  avoir 
mange  le  petit  dejeuner  au  Salon  Rose  de 
l’Hotel  Chateau  Frontenac,  elles  ont  fait 
le  tour  de  File  d’Orleans  et  les  chutes  de 
Montmorency.  Elles  remercient  Mme 
Looten,  Mme  Glorieux,  et  Frau 
Bottenberg  pour  avoir  rendu  ce  petit 
voyage  si  interessant  et  amusant. 
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Suck 

Tuesdays  and  Fridays  -  civilization  has  not 
yet  destroyed  their  animal  instincts  and 
desires,  as  they  come  charging,  pushing, 
yelling  for  food.  The  walls  glazed  with 
particles  of  doughnuts  hurled  against  them, 
feet  glued  to  the  floor  with  spilled  lemonade. 
Despite  these  major  obstacles,  we  had  an 
amazing  time  and  made  lots  of  money  for  our 
grad.  Good  luck  to  next  year’s  Tuck  Com¬ 
mittee. 


FROM  LEFT:  Heather  McDowell,  Lenore  Notkin,  Dawn  Hinchey,  Natalie 
Lerch,  Debbie  Schatia. 


April  19  marked  the  date  of  our 
second  annual  Science  Fair.  Heather 
McDowell  and  Dawn  Hinchey  im¬ 
pressed  the  crowd  with  their  Great 
Chain  Reaction  Egg  Frying  Machine, 
and  tied  for  first  place  in  the  senior 
division  with  Julie  Bushell  for  her 
beautiful  model  illustrating 
probability.  Stephanie  Marshal’s 
excellent  model  showing  the  function 
of  the  eye  received  a  well  deserved 
first  in  the  grade  seven  and  eight 
division.  Catherine  Saucier’s  original 
project  on  toilets  tied  for  first  with 
Tara  Markus  and  Nina  Harnack’s 
study  on  different  homes  around  the 
world  in  the  middle  school  division. 
There  were  entries  from  almost  all  the 
grades  in  the  school,  including  grades 
two  and  three.  The  winners  in  these 
divisions  were  Jai  Jacob  and  Eugene 
Park,  and  Sarah  Ewing.  I  hope  that 
the  two  year  old  tradition  of  a  science 
fair  will  continue  at  The  Study 
because  we  all  learned  a  lot  and  had 
fun  doing  it. 
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No  boys  this  year,  but  yes,  an  anti¬ 
women’s  lib  play  produced  by  Ms.  Biggs. 
Ten  women  run  the  Canadian  government, 
and  make  a  shambles  of  things.  Finally  they 
are  forced  to  form  a  coalition  government 
with  the  Leader  of  the  Opposition,  Mr. 
Cudlip. 

After  three  months  of  practice  the  play 
finally  got  underway,  on  March  20.  The 
hard  work  done  by  so  many  people  really 
paid  off.  The  ten  exotic  women  who  made 
up  the  cast  were:  the  Prime  Minister  -  Zoe 
Creighton,  the  Minister  of  External  Affairs 

-  Vanessa  Gillespie,  the  Minister  of  De¬ 
fense  -  Carey  Evans,  the  Minister  of 
Finance  -  Victoria  Angel,  the  Minister  of 
Labour  -  Sarah  Allan,  the  Justice  Minister 

-  Roben  Stikeman,  the  secretary  -  Julie 
Bushell,  the  Police  Commissioner  -  Tara 
Siev,  the  actress  -  Paulana  Layman  and  the 
Sanitary  Engineer  -  Christian  Borntraeger. 

Special  thanks  go  to  the  crew,  who 
worked  so  hard  to  make  this  run  smoothly. 
New  sets  were  built  by  Mr.  Bushell  and 
Mr.  Schuster,  and  we  can’t  thank  them 
enough. 

Ms.  Biggs  -  thanks  for  all  the  time, 
effort  and  yelling  you  put  in  to  get  the 
show  on  the  road.  We  couldn’t  have  done 
it  without  you. 


On  April  25,  the  Sixth  Form  held  the  second  Study  Fashion 
Show.  They  modelled  clothes  lent  by  Ragenti  -  from  narrow 
skirts  (was  it  ever  hard  to  get  up  the  stage  steps  in  those)  to 
baggy  shorts.  The  hair  and  make-up  designs,  which  really 
added  to  the  elegance  of  the  show,  were  done  by  Expression. 
The  evening  was  highlighted  by  five  break  dancers  who  put  on 
a  spectacular  show  (while  the  models  scrambled  into  their 
next  outfits).  All  the  long,  hard,  tiring  practices,  and 
frustrating  moments  really  paid  off.  The  models  were  fan¬ 
tastic  and  the  show  was  a  success. 

And  now  1  T  and  a  pause,  and  a  special  thanks  to  Debbie 
Keys  who  helped  us  out  every  step  of  the  way. 


51 


This  year  we  decided  to  have  the  Cotillion  in  mid- 
February  as  relief  from  the  mid-winter  blues.  We 
once  again  returned  to  the  St.  James’  Club,  who 
were  very  welcoming.  They  provided  a  warm  atmos¬ 
phere  for  this  event,  which  has  now  become  a  Study 
tradition.  Because  the  night  was  so  successful,  it  was 
even  allowed  to  continue  for  an  extra  half  hour! 

Many  thanks  to  everyone  who  made  the  evening 
such  a  success. 
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How  to  throw  a  successful  grad: 

1.  Five  weeks  prior  to  grad,  contact  Disco  Mobile  and 
ask  for  Pierre. 

2.  Have  daily  ‘chicken  versus  rock  cornish  hen’  fights 
in  the  classroom. 

3.  Don’t  worry  about  finances.  Rely  soley  on  donut 
fund  (supported  chiefly  by  grade  11). 

4.  Get  a  list  with  pictures  of  potential  grad  dates 
(remember  our  ex-convicts?). 

5.  Recall  five  days  prior  to  grad,  the  necessity  of 
written  invitations. 

6.  Ignore  this  list! 


Poorer 


BACK  ROW:  Janet  Faith,  Sandy  McCall,  Vittoria  Galeotti,  Michele  Cohen,  Tania  Martin,  Samantha  Porteous,  Carrie  Eberts,  Roben 
Stikeman,  Samantha  Hayes,  Sabrina  Leigh. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Jessica  Rubinger,  Rona  Gomel,  Andrea  Robinson,  Vanessa  Gillespie,  Gill  Riley,  Zoe  Creighton,  Lauren  Yarosky, 
Rachel  DeSalis,  Rachel  Yates. 

FRONT  ROW:  Julie  Bushell,  Fiona  Wright,  Debbie  Schatia,  Caroline  Otto. 


Nineteen  eighty-three  was  the  fifth  year  of  the 
Study  soccer  team’s  existence.  Although  we  did  not 
place  first  in  the  league,  we  won  our  two  most 
important  games  against  E.C.S. 

The  main  objective  of  a  Study  soccer  player  is  to 
have  fun,  and  I  am  quite  sure  that  we  all  succeeded 
in  that.  The  season  definitely  had  its  ups  and  downs; 
from  rainy  seven  thirty  AM  practices,  to  sunny 
victories,  and  of  course  our  traditional  mud  fight 
with  E.C.S.  The  team  has  come  a  long  way  in  five 
years.  We  are  starting  to  look  before  we  kick  the 
ball  across  the  field  and  we  have  worked  out  plays 
that  actually  work. 

Good  luck  for  ’84.  I  am  sure  we  will  win  the 
league  soon! 
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BANTAM 

BACK  ROW:  Guilia  Galeotti,  Erika  Flores. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Arabella  Decker,  Claudia  Spalding,  Martha  McCall,  Natasha  Dupont,  Margaret  Bentley,  Tanya  Razek. 
FRONT  ROW:  Stephanie  Marshall,  Tamara  Gitto. 


This  year  the  volleyball  team  had  a  fine  year.  Throughout  the  course  of  the  year,  a  considerable  im¬ 
provement  could  be  seen  in  each  player.  This  improvement  reflected  our  results,  for  we  went  from  a 
losing  streak  to  a  winning  streak.  We  would  like  to  thank  our  coach  Jennifer  Gilmore,  for  her  encourage¬ 
ment  and  enthusiasm  at  both  games  and  practices. 

Much  luck  to  next  year’s  team. 
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MIDGET 

BACK  ROW:  Jonet  Webster,  Sharon  Saleh,  Tina  Sadek,  Felicia  Mackay. 
MIDDLE  ROW:  Anuja  Singh,  Paulanna  Layman. 

FRONT  ROW:  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Ellen  Penner. 


58 


(%mnafittc0 


This  year,  the  Study  Novice 
team  finished  third  at  the  GMAA 
Championship  meet.  Ribbons  for 
places  in  the  top  six  on  apparatus 
were  given  to  Erika  Flores,  Sarah 
Lank,  Natasha  Dupont,  Caroline 
Eberts,  and  Genie  Cortez.  Erika 
finished  fourth  all  around. 

The  Intermediates  won  the 
Championship  for  a  second  time! 
Among  the  top  six  on  each  ap¬ 
paratus  were  Sandy  McCall, 
Martha  McCall,  Virginia 
Schweitzer,  Rachel  De  Salis, 
Michele  Cohen,  and  Lauren 
Yarovsky.  In  the  all-around 
competition,  Sandy  and  Martha 
finished  second  and  third 
respectively. 

All  ribbon  winners  went  to  the 
provincial  competition  in  May. 
Congratulations  to  them! 

Thanks  to  Mrs.  Balfour  for 
coaching  the  team,  and  to 
Cynthia  McCall  for  her  help. 


NOVICE 

BACK  ROW:  Guilia  Galeotti,  Lynn  Bushell,  Erika  Flores,  Annabel  Soutar, 
Natasha  Dupont,  Genie  Cortez.  FRONT  ROW:  Caroline  Eberts,  Christine 
Borntraeger,  Arabella  Decker,  Sarah  Lank. 


INTERMEDIATE 

BACK  ROW:  Rachel  De  Salis,  Andrea  Robinson,  Virginia  Schweitzer,  Martha 
McCall.  FRONT  ROW:  Lauren  Yarovsky,  Michele  Cohen,  Sandy  McCall. 


dniss-CCuuntnj 

Sunning 


This  year’s  cross-country  running  team  was  both 
successful  and  enthusiastic,  participating  in  two  races, 
the  cross-country  race  in  October,  and  the  Halo  Road 
Race  in  the  spring.  Two  Study  girls,  Erica  Flores  and 
Annabel  Soutar,  placed  first  and  second  in  the  mosquito 
division  of  the  cross-country  race,  and  everyone  who 
ran  gave  it  their  best  effort. 

In  the  Halo  Road  Race,  Margaret  Bentley  placed  first 
and  Annabel  Soutar  placed  third  in  the  bantam  division, 
and  Gill  Riley  placed  fourth  in  the  juvenile  division. 

Let’s  hope  next  year  is  just  as  successful.  Many 


BACK  ROW:  Lynn  Bushell,  Gillian  Wansborough,  Carla  Guttmann. 
FRONT  ROW:  Arabella  Decker,  Martha  McCall,  Sarah  Lank. 


thanks  to  our  coach,  Mme.  Jothy,  who  trained  and 
encouraged  us. 


BACK  ROW:  Kathryn  Price,  Guilia  Galeotti. 

MIDDLE  ROW:  Elise  Johnson,  Erika  Flores,  Natasha  Dupont. 
FRONT  ROW:  Miranda  Mok,  Annabel  Soutar. 


BACK  ROW:  Rachel  De  Salis,  Jane  Eisenhauer,  Zoe 
Creighton. 

FRONT  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Rona  Gomel. 
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BANTAMS 

FROM  LEFT:  Katherine  Molnar,  Miranda  Mok,  Elise  Johnston,  Helen  Theoharis,  Felicia  Mackay,  Tanya  Razek,  Claudia  Spalding, 
Jennifer  Engels,  Sarah  Lank,  Kate  Frazer,  Genie  Cortez. 

CENTRE:  Margaret  Bentley. 


This  year,  the  Bantam  Basketball  team  tried  remarkably 
hard,  and  came  out  fairly  successfully.  We  had  an 
abundance  of  spirit,  supporters,  and  pep  talks  from  Mrs. 
Balfour.  The  new  players  this  year  gave  their  all  to  the 
team,  and  the  more  experienced  players  once  again 
represented  the  Study  well.  Many  thanks  go  to  the  mothers 
who  chauffeured  us  to  our  games,  and  who  made  us 
supper  at  our  tournament.  Thanks  to  our  timers,  Ali 
Yaphe  and  Sara  Bradeen,  and  especially  to  Mrs.  Balfour 
for  putting  her  energy  into  our  team. 

The  Juveniles  had  a  hard  season,  as  all  the  teams  in  our 
division  were  very  strong.  We  won  but  a  few  games,  but 
showed  plenty  of  effort.  Thanks  to  the  mothers  who  drove 
and  Mr.  Macauley  for  putting  up  with  us  in  our  moments 
of  despair. 

Good  luck  to  next  year’s  team.  Go  team  go! 
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JUVENILE 

BACK  ROW:  Crystal  Max,  Jessica  Rubinger,  Josephine  De  Bono,  Samantha  Mason,  Tina  Sadek,  Tania  Martin,  Samantha  Porteous, 
Rona  Gomel,  Katie  Chao,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Anna  Williams,  Mr.  Macauley. 

FRONT :  Fiona  Wright. 

ABSENT:  Heather  Trott. 
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OPEN 

BACK  ROW:  Vicki  Angel,  Stacy  Hreno,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough. 
FRONT  ROW:  Natalie  Lerch,  Andrea  Robinson. 

ABSENT:  Gillian  Riley,  Heather  Trott,  Diana  Walls. 


MIDGET 

BACK  ROW:  Jonet  Webster,  Vittoria  Galeotti. 
FRONT  ROW:  Sandy  McCall,  Tania  Martin. 
ABSENT:  Janet  Faith,  Samantha  Hayes,  Ali  Yaphe. 


The  badminton  season  got  off  to  a 
great  start,  and  everyone  was  really  en¬ 
thusiastic.  Everyone  did  very  well,  and 
tried  very  hard,  and  made  the  school  look 
great.  All  three  teams  placed  second.  Very 
impressive.  Congratulations  to  everyone 
who  played,  you  did  a  great  job.  We  will 
get  Traf.  next  year. 


BANTAM  (SINGLES  AND  DOUBLES) 
BACK  ROW:  Natasha  Dupont,  Vivian  Welch, 
Guilia  Galeotti,  Katharine  Price. 

FRONT  ROW:  Lynn  Bushell,  Annabel  Soutar. 
ABSENT:  Tamara  Gitto,  Carla  Guttmann. 
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LOST  IN  THE  MAIL 


THE  LOVE  A  LOT  YEAR,  20099 

In  20099  there  will  be  a  lot  of  love.  All  the  people  will 
love  each  other.  And  their  houses  will  not  be  normal  and 
the  people  will  have  skinny  and  tall  heads.  There  also  will 
be  two  suns.  One  will  have  a  happy  smile  and  the  other 
one  will  have  a  sad  smile. 

Regina  Flores 
Grade  Two 


THE  DIRTY  SHIRTS 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  cottage  on  the  top 
of  a  hill.  There  was  a  mother  and  her  little  boy. 

One  day  the  boy  played  in  the  mud  then  his  shirt  got 
dirty  his  mother  was  very  mad  at  him.  Then  they  put  the 
shirt  in  the  washing  machine.  They  put  the  shirt  in  the 
dryer.  The  next  day  it  was  raining  and  the  boy  forgot  to 
put  on  his  raincoat  in  the  house.  And  he  was  running  and 
he  fell  in  a  puddle  of  water.  He  got  wet  very  wet. 

The  next  day  the  boy  was  painting  with  his  fingers  and 
when  he  was  finished  he  rubbed  against  his  shirt  and  his 
mother  was  very  very  mad  at  him. 

The  next  day  he  was  eating  ice-cream  and  it  fell  on  his 
shirt  but  he  didn’t  tell  his  mother.  He  tried  to  wash  it 
himself.  He  put  all  his  shirts  in  the  machine.  To  wash 
they  all  came  out  dirty  because  he  forgot  to  use  detergent. 
So  he  decided  to  stay  clean. 

Andrea  Hermann 
Grade  Two 


“Andrea  are  you  ready?  WE  are  going  to  be  late!”  my 
mother  shouted.  We  are  going  to  grandma’s  house  today. 
She  lived  in  Burlington,  Vermont.  I  love  to  go  to  grand¬ 
ma’s  because  she  lives  in  a  big  old  wooden  house  and  it  is 
four  stories  high.  The  attic  has  all  of  grandma’s  old 
dresses  and  I  love  trying  them  on. 

My  father  packed  a  picnic  lunch.  It  contained  three 
ham  sandwiches,  a  big  package  of  chips,  three  bottles  of 
ginger  ale,  and  a  candy  bar.  I  took  a  book  to  read  in  the 
car. 

As  we  drove  along,  I  read  my  book  and  ate  my  ham 
sandwich,  some  chips,  and  half  the  candy  bar.  It  was  a 
delicious  lunch  and  I  was  full.  Finally  the  car  came  to  a 
stop  in  front  of  the  beautiful  old  house.  I  rushed  out  and 
rang  the  doorbell. 

“Hi  grandma,  how  are  you?”  I  asked. 

“Hi  Andrea.  You  have  grown!”  grandma  exclaimed. 

“Hello,  Adreine,”  father  said. 

“Hi,  Ma,”  mother  said.  We  all  talked  in  the  doorway 
and  finally  grandma  invited  us  in. 

“Why  don’t  we  all  go  inside  and  eat  lunch.” 

“No  thanks  grandma.  I  already  ate.” 

My  parents  ate,  but  instead  I  was  excused  to  go  up  to 
the  attic  and  try  on  the  dresses.  Before  I  knew  it,  it  was 
time  to  leave. 

“Goodbye  grandma,”  but  before  I  left  she  gave  me  a 
box  made  of  pine  wood  with  the  initials  A.C.  which  stood 
for  Adreine  Clark,  my  grandmother’s  name.  She  told  me 
not  to  open  it  until  I  got  home.  I  was  anxious  to  see  what 
was  inside  the  lovely  box. 

When  we  got  home  I  quickly  tried  to  open  the  box  but 
it  was  locked. 

My  mother  saw  how  disappointed  I  was,  so  she  called 
grandma  and  asked  her  where  the  key  was.  She  said  she 
forgot  to  give  it  to  me  and  would  send  it  in  the  mail. 
Everyday  I  looked  for  the  letter  from  grandma,  but 
everyday  there  were  only  bills  for  my  parents. 

After  a  month  had  gone  by  I  gave  up.  It  was  probably 
lost  in  the  mail.  Then  one  day  I  saw  a  squirrel  in  the  back¬ 
yard  holding  a  red  ribbon  with  something  attached  to  it.  I 
scared  it  and  it  dropped  what  it  was  holding.  I  picked  it 
up.  It  was  a  small  key.  I  ran  to  get  the  wooden  box  from 
my  room  and  tried  to  open  it  with  the  key.  It  slowly 
unlocked.  The  mailman  had  probably  dropped  the  en¬ 
velope  and  the  squirrel  tore  the  envelope  and  took  the 
key. 

The  box  contained  things  from  my  mother’s  child¬ 
hood;  a  lock  of  hair,  a  gold  locket,  a  piece  of  paper 
showing  my  mother’s  footprint  and  handprint,  her  first 
pair  of  earings,  and  her  first  pair  of  shoes.  My  mother 
and  I  sat  on  the  bed  and  she  told  me  about  the  contents. 

I  decided  to  make  a  box  of  my  own  with  some  of  my 
stuff  so  that  maybe  someday  my  grandchild  will  have  the 
same  fun  as  I  did  opening  this  marvelous  box. 

Daphne  Maravei 
Grade  Seven 
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MY  BABYSITTER  QUIT 


ALONE,  IN  A  LONELY  WORLD 

We  are  all  in  doubt 
Whether  we  should  be  close, 

Whether  we  should  offer  friendship 

But  it  all  happened  because  of  one. 

That  one,  showed  us  how  to  hate 
Taught  us  how  to  be  stubborn  and  dumb. 

Dumb,  in  the  way  of  not  knowing  simple  ways. 

Three  cannot  behave  as  one 
But  three  can  behave  as  two. 

For  with  ponder  and  hate, 

We  cannot  work. 

For  kindness,  not  selfishness  will  work. 

And  the  only  way  I  can  show  you, 

Is  by  doing  it  myself. 

And  whatever  it  is,  I  am  not  quite  sure 
My  job,  is  to  find  out. 

No  detective  is  secretive  enough 
For  no  one  can  share  my  secret. 

The  only  three  people  who  possibly  could, 

Would  be,  I,  myself,  and  me. 

I  come  from  Mercury, 

And  you  come  from  Pluto 
We  are  worlds  apart, 

But  our  communication  gap  just  might  be  able  to 
arrange  itself. 

Just  because  I  did  not  phone  you  last  night, 

Does  it  call  for  anger? 

Must  I  make  up  so  many  lies 
To  answer  that  thoughtful  question? 

Time  and  you, 

Me  and  her. 

Please  understand, 

For  it  does  seem  hopeless. 

I  seek  another  friendship, 

If  you  will  not  seek  mine. 

Nadine  Grunberg 
Grade  Eight 


One  day  I  came  home  from  school,  and  my  baby¬ 
sitter  told  me  that  she  was  quitting  for  her  boyfriend.  I 
started  to  cry  because  I  loved  her  so  much,  and  I 
couldn’t  believe  my  ears.  She  was  quitting  her  job  and 
ME! 

And  it  wasn’t  last  Saturday,  it  was  the  Saturday 
before  that  my  babysitter  got  married.  I  cried  because  I 
loved  her  so  so  so  so  much. 

Chanoy  Alonso 
Grade  Three 


I’M  SCARED  TO  SLEEP  AT  NIGHT 

When  I  go  to  Taiwan,  I’m  scared  to  sleep  at  night, 
because  once  when  I  was  in  bed,  a  cockroach  was  on 
my  blanket.  I  screamed  my  head  off!  I  woke  Father 
up.  He  came  in  and  killed  it.  Also  whenever  I  go  to  a 
friend’s  house,  I  always  imagine  things.  Once  I  saw  a 
two-headed  monster  which  was  sticking  its  tongues  out. 
It  had  three  tongues  in  each  mouth.  It  had  one  eye  and 
two  noses.  I  was  so  scared  I  bumped  my  head  on  the 
bed  and  then  I  woke  up.  It  was  only  a  dream! 

Melinda  Hall 
Grade  Three 
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LIFE  WITHOUT  T.V. 

One  day  I  came  home  from  school,  my  mom  said  ... 
I  have  a  surprise  for  you,  dear!  I  ran  downstairs.  There 
were  some  moving  men.  I  asked  them  what  they  were 
doing.  They  were  moving  the  T.V.  out  of  the  house!! 
After  they  were  gone,  I  sat  by  myself.  I  said,  “What 
will  life  be  without  T.V.?  Life  will  have  no  meaning.” 
I  woke  up.  It  was  only  a  nightmare.  Now  every  time 
my  mom  says,  I  have  a  surprise  ...  I  run  downstairs 
and  cover  the  T.V. 

Rhea  Toman 
Grade  Three 


A  BIG  MONSTER 

I  met  a  monster  as  I  was  going  down  the  street.  I 
met  a  monster.  He  said  “Hello”  to  me  and  he  brought 
me  to  his  house.  He  took  me  to  a  restaurant  to  eat 
dinner.  When  I  finished  my  dinner  I  went  home  and 
closed  the  door. 

Aviva  Vetter 
Grade  One 


THE  MAGIC  GARDEN 

One  day  I  went  into  my  garden.  The  flowers  were  all 
dying.  I  went  to  the  sink  to  get  some  water.  I  got  my 
water  and  went  to  the  garden.  When  I  was  finished 
watering  my  whole  garden  I  went  to  bed.  The  next 
morning  I  went  to  see  my  garden  and  it  was  a  miracle. 
I  could  not  believe  my  eyes  -  all  the  trees  were  full 
grown  with  little  faces  on  each  little  leaf  and  the 
flowers  were  ruby  instead  of  red  and  some  with  blue 
and  some  with  yellow.  I  showed  my  mother  and  sisters 
and  my  friends.  Boy!  Did  it  ever  look  pretty!  And 
when  I  went  to  bed  I  dreamt  of  my  beautiful  garden. 

Daniela  Flores 
Grade  Three 


One  day  my  mom  got  so  nice  that  she  asked  me  if 
she  could  go  shopping.  And  I  let  her. 

Vikas  Sawhney 
Grade  One 


A  SPIDER  ON  A  WALL 
Quietly  climbing, 

Up  a  wall, 

Like  a  baby 
Learning  to  crawl, 

Like  a  bird  flying 
From  place  to  place. 
Nina  Harnack 
Grade  Four 


CLUMSY  THE  CLOWN 

Clumsy  the  clown  was  a  very  unhappy  clown  because 
his  ears  hung  down  to  his  feet.  It  wasn’t  that  his  ears 
were  so  long;  it  was  that  he  was  so  short. 

One  day  at  the  circus,  Clumsy  was  about  to  perform 
when  someone  made  him  trip.  He  went  flying  and 
landed  on  the  spring  board  which  made  him  tumble 
through  the  air.  Accidents  like  this  always  seemed  to 
happen  to  Clumsy. 

A  week  later  was  Clumsy’s  birthday.  He  went  to  the 
circus  but  no  one  was  there  and  the  lights  were  out.  He 
heard  a  laugh  and  turned  around  but  he  didn’t  see  any¬ 
thing.  Someone  pushed  him  and  he  went  flying  into  a 
great  big  cake.  All  his  friends  shouted:  “Happy  birth¬ 
day!” 

Ever  since  then  Clumsy  liked  his  ears  and  himself. 
He  realized  how  nobody  really  noticed  his  big  ears  and 
they  liked  him  anyway.  It’s  what  is  inside  a  person  that 
counts  and  it’s  not  what  they  look  like. 

Tara  Markus 
Grade  Four 
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HOW  TO  BUILD  A  TREE  HOUSE 


I’M  THROUGH  WITH  BOYS 


To  build  a  tree  house  you  need  nails,  a  hammer, 
wood  and  of  course  a  tree.  It  takes  a  lot  of  work  to 
build  a  tree  house.  You  climb  the  tree  with  the  wood, 
nails  and  hammer  and  you  start  hammering  the  wood 
to  the  tree  in  the  shape  of  a  house.  Then  when  you  are 
finished  hammering  you  have  a  tree  house.  To  get  up 
into  your  tree  house  and  get  down  you  build  a  ladder 
on  your  way  down  the  tree. 

Sarah  Jane  Ternoway 
Grade  One 


When  I  was  a  teenager,  Boys  always  called  me 
FATSO!  every  day  of  the  week.  Day  after  day,  month 
after  month,  and  year  after  year!  and  I  was  getting  sick 
and  tired  of  it!  I  went  to  a  dieting  association  and  I 
signed  the  papers  so  I  could  exercise  every  day,  and 
every  day  for  five  hours  I  sweated  my  bum  off!  and 
since  then,  boys  have  been  asking  me  for  dates,  and  I 
hope  they  will  continue  by  the  time  I’m  62! 

Nicky  Souaid 
Grade  Three 


TIME  MACHINE 

In  the  year  5,000,  people  will  be  living  on  land,  water  and  in  space.  There  will  be  big  cities  in  space,  built  on 
floating  space  stations.  They  are  going  to  be  covered  by  big  glass  domes  which  act  as  solar  energy  cells.  Inside  there 
will  be  schools,  homes,  shopping  centers  and  other  things  a  city  needs.  Solar  energy  will  make  it  possible  to  put  a 
farm  in  the  city,  to  give  people  food.  People  will  travel  easily  and  fast  on  small  helicopters  which  will  land  and  take 
off  on  rooftops.  They  will  communicate  with  T.V.  -  Radio  watches.  Most  things  will  be  run  by  computers  and 
robots.  People  will  wear  clothes  that  protects  them  from  radiation,  keeps  the  temperature  normal  and  protects 
against  space  germs.  Out  in  the  space  there  will  be  enough  room  for  billions  of  people  to  live  comfortably,  there  will 
be  enough  food,  water,  energy  and  other  wealths,  so  that  people  will  not  need  to  fight  wars  and  there  will  be  peace 
for  ever. 


Milo  Prelevic 
Grade  Two 


THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  CARING 

The  importance  of  caring  is  to  show  someone  you  love,  or  someone  who  is  hurt  or  sick  that  you  truly  care  about 
them.  If  you  care  for  someone  you  love  a  lot  you  feel  good  inside  yourself  and  outside  too.  The  person  you  care  for 
feels  good  about  it  too. 

The  importance  of  caring  is  that  it  shows  other  people  that  you  are  thoughtful.  Here  is  an  example  of  someone  I 
care  about  a  lot.  There  is  an  old  lady  who  lives  across  the  street  from  me.  Her  name  is  Madame  Desjardins.  She  lost 
her  husband  about  mid  August.  He  was  very  sick.  He  usually  came  outside  everyday.  Then  he  was  too  sick  to  come 
outside.  Soon  he  died  and  I  was  very  sad.  I  draw  pictures  for  her  once  in  a  while,  to  try  to  cheer  her  up.  Madame 
Desjardins  is  still  happy  even  though  her  husband  died.  She  still  has  her  sons  too,  and  they  come  and  visit  her.  On 
Hallowe’en  night,  she  seemed  delighted  when  I  got  to  her  door. 

Another  example  of  my  caring  for  her  is  when  she  comes  back  from  shopping.  She  gets  out  of  her  taxi,  then  I  see 
her,  and  I  stop  what  I  am  doing  and  go  help  her.  Madame  Desjardins  walks  slowly,  so  I  carry  her  groceries  up  the 
stairs.  Sometimes  they  weigh  a  ton.  Inside  of  me  I  love  her  and  care  for  her  so  much  that  she  seems  as  if  she  is 
another  grandmother  to  me. 

That  was  an  example  of  someone  I  love  a  lot.  It  feels  good.  You  should  try  to  care  for  someone  right  now.  You 
may  even  feel  the  same  way  inside  that  I  did. 

It  is  nice  to  care  about  someone. 


Heidi  Kaulbach 
Grade  Six 
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LION  ON  THE  LOOSE! 


One  day  I  went  to  the  circus  and  I  saw  a  lion  on  the  loose.  It  went  to  the  bakery  store  and  ate  up  all  the  buns  and 
bread.  Then  it  went  to  the  market  and  everyone  got  scared  and  ran  away.  The  lion  had  no  friends  anymore.  He 
decided  to  go  back  to  the  circus.  All  at  once  all  the  people  came  running  down  the  street  and  sang- 

Happy  Birthday  to  you, 

You  live  in  a  zoo, 

You  act  like  a  lion 
And  eat  like  one  too 

Then  all  the  people  crowded  up  on  him,  even  the  market  people  came  running  down  the  street.  The  baker  had  a 
chocolate  cake  with  whipped  cream.  They  had  a  lion  story  and  they  all  went  to  bed. 

Matthew  Simonian 
Grade  One 


THE  TRAIN 

Clickety,  Clickety,  Clickety  Clack, 
Rushing  along  the  railway  track 
Faster  and  faster  the  buildings  go  by, 
Like  a  blur  to  the  human  eye. 

Through  the  fields,  over  the  hills, 

Beside  the  rivers,  past  the  mills. 

The  train  keeps  going  with  all  its  might, 
Giving  the  cows  a  terrible  fright. 

Until  at  last, 

Not  quite  so  fast. 

With  anticipation, 

We’re  nearing  the  station, 

Where  all  the  people, 

Tired  or  busy, 

Get  on  so  fast, 

It  makes  you  dizzy. 

But  now  no  longer  we’re  going  to  lurk, 
Once  more  the  train  is  starting  to  work. 
As  all  the  buildings  disappear, 

And  now,  oh  my,  it’s  nice  to  hear, 

The  Clickety,  Clickety,  Clickety  Clack, 
Rushing  along  the  railway  track. 

Catherine  Saucier 
Grade  Five 


MR.  STEPHENS 

Mr.  Stephens  is  our  principal 
And  he  lives  on  Grocers  Street, 

He  has  brown  eyes  that  stare  at  you, 
And  he  wears  boots  on  his  feet. 

He  stomps  around  the  school  all  day 
To  make  us  work  so  hard, 

And  when  he  sits  down  at  his  desk 
We  are  all  on  our  guard. 

Mr.  Stephens  has  a  small  grey  dog, 
That  walks  to  school  each  day. 

He  likes  to  jump  and  run  about, 
With  all  the  boys  at  play. 

When  Mr.  Stephens  leaves  this  year 
We’ll  be  sad  to  see  him  go. 

I  hope  the  one  who  takes  his  place, 
Will  be  just  as  nice  to  know. 

Jenny  Landau 
Grade  Six 


THE  LONELY  PICTURE 

Long  ago  there  was  a  small  house  on  a  hill.  The  house  looked  very  pretty.  It  had  a  small  garden  with  different  colors  of 
flowers  and  apple  orchards  around  the  hill.  Old  couples  who  lived  in  the  kept  the  house  very  clean.  In  their  livingroom 
there  was  a  picture  of  a  boy  playing  in  the  garden  but  somehow  the  picture  looked  so  lonely.  One  day  the  old  lady  asked 
to  her  husband  to  get  another  picture  because  the  picture  looked  so  lonely  and  she  feels  lonely  when  she  looks  at  the 
picture.  The  old  man  agreed  to  his  wife  and  asked  a  painter  to  paint  something  nice.  The  painter  painted  a  picture  of  lots 
of  children  playing  in  a  garden  of  the  old  couples.  They  hanged  the  picture  beside  of  the  boy’s  picture  and  the  picture 
does  not  lonely  any  more.  The  old  couple  were  very  happy  ever  after. 


Dale  Kwack 
Grade  Two 
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THE  DISAPPEARING  SHADOW 


There  I  was  with  my  feet  on  my  large  wooden  desk,  calmly  smoking  my  cigar,  and  trying  unsuccessfully  to  blow  per¬ 
fect  smoke  rings  around  my  head.  I  only  succeeded  in  almost  choking  to  death  by  inhaling  the  wrong  way. 

“Another  productive  day  at  the  office,”  I  thought,  while  I  read  the  comic  on  the  inside  of  the  Bazooka  Bubble  gum 
wrapper.  All  of  a  sudden  I  heard  a  buzz.  I  sat  up  and  looked  around  wildly. 

“Huh?”,  I  said,  confused.  I  sat  there  for  a  minute  or  so  until  my  secretary,  Beverly,  came  in. 

“Check  your  intercom,  sir!”  she  said  impatiently.  Gee,  with  all  this  mess  I  did  not  even  know  where  it  was.  I  will  have 
to  look  for  it  when  I  can  spare  the  time.  I  studied  Beverly  for  a  minute. 

“New  haircut?”  I  inquired. 

“No  sir.  I  have  had  this  haircut  for  five  years.” 

Whoops!  Oh,  well. 

“There  is  someone  here  to  see  you.” 

“Me?”  I  said,  startled. 

“Yes,  sir.”  And  with  that  she  escorted  a  gorgeous  blonde  into  my  office. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Gillette,  you  must  help  me!”  she  pleaded. 

“I  will  do  my  best,”  I  said  importantly,  “Miss ...” 

“Anderson.  Bonnie  Anderson.” 

“What  seems  to  be  the  problem,  Miss  Anderson?” 

“Please.  Call  me  Bonnie,”  she  said,  seating  herself  on  my  desk. 

Now  I  would  like  to  pause  for  a  moment  to  tell  you  about  myself.  As  you  might  have  already  discovered,  I  am  a  private 
detective.  My  full  name  is  Norman  Gillette.  I  have  a  booming  business  here  as  you  can  probably  tell.  Well,  examining  the 
case  that  sits  before  me.  I  can  tell  that  here  we  have  an  upset  blonde,  probably  hysterical  over  losing  her  cute,  furry  little 
Persian  cat.  All  I  can  say  is:  why  me?  This  business  does  have  some  drawbacks.  Well,  back  to  my  client. 

“Will  you  excuse  me  for  a  minute  please?” 

“Certainly,”  said  Bonnie.  With  that,  I  grabbed  my  dark  overcoat  and  hat  and  proceeded  to  leave  my  office. 

As  I  strolled  down  the  street  I  pondered  over  something  that  had  always  puzzled  me.  I  had  constantly  been  given  the 
name  “the  disappearing  shadow”.  The  reason  for  this  escapes  me.  I  wonder  why. 


Gillian  Wansbrough 
Grade  Eight 


THE  DANCE 

It  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night  as  I  recall.  I  was  young  and  innocent  then,  but  so  wise  in  my  innocence  and  youth.  I 
wasn’t  scared  by  the  crashes  and  streaks  in  the  sky,  for  I  did  not  really  see  a  storm  outside. 

Sitting  at  my  window,  staring  out,  I  did  not  see  whatever  it  is  that  scares  people,  sending  them  to  cower  under  some 
table.  No,  I  saw  a  new  world  -  a  world  in  which  the  ancient  gods  came  alive,  a  world  in  which  trees  danced  furiously  to 
the  beat  of  the  driving  rain.  It  fascinated  me,  this  dark  and  mystical  world  of  eerie  sounds  and  blinding  flashes.  It  pulled 
me  with  it,  until  my  spirit  soared  across  the  sea  of  wild  movement;  the  thrashing  of  the  trees,  and  my  soul  rose  to  meet  the 
gods. 

I  could  see  the  wind  dancing  fervently  around  the  demons  that  once  were  humble  apple  trees.  Then,  as  mighty  Thor 
unleashed  the  whole  of  his  great  power,  the  earth  shuddered  to  feel  the  blow  of  his  wrath.  The  trees  quivered  as  his  bright 
arrows  sped  by  them,  forcing  them  to  thrash  about  even  more,  to  avoid  being  struck.  As  the  wind  dance  was  at  its 
miraculous  height  of  frenzy,  the  rain  and  fury  suddenly  ended.  The  nymphs  inside  the  trees  were  once  again  at  peace  with 
the  wind  and  the  gods.  A  silence  reigned  over  the  earth,  and  my  world  of  demons  and  deities  was  gone,  vanished  as 
flowers  do  at  the  touch  of  a  magician’s  gloved  finger.  Peace  had  taken  over,  but  I  knew  that  Thor  would  not  rest  for  long 
- 1  knew  that  he  would  be  back  again  soon,  with  fresh  arrows,  and  that  soon  the  dance  would  begin  anew,  and  rise  to  even 
greater  heights.  My  world  would  once  again  triumph. 


Christian  Borntraeger 
Grade  Nine 
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UN  JEU  ELECTRONIQUE  CAPTIVANT 


Me  voila  devant  un  papier  avec  six  sujets  de  composition.  C’est  le  vide  complet.  Comment  pourrais-je  commencer, 
ou  plutot  choisir  parmi  ces  sujets?  Peut-etre  en  allant  au  hasard?  Mais  oui,  pourquoi  pas? 

Ma  soeur  est  a  cote  de  moi  et  elle  n’arrete  pas  de  jouer  avec  son  jeu  electronique.  Elle  a  Pair  captivee.  C’est 
fatiguant  d’entendre  ce  bruit  quand  on  ne  joue  pas! 

Pour  moi,  il  n’y  a  pas  de  jeu  electronique  captivant.  Cela  ne  m’interesse  pas  trop  ou  plutot  pas  du  tout.  II  n’y  a 
rien  de  plus  insignificant.  On  peut  vivre  sans;  pourtant,  c’est  le  contraire  de  ce  que  mon  meilleur  copain  dit.  Pour 
lui,  les  jeux  electroniques  sont  sa  vie.  II  dit  qu’un  jeu  electronique  est  aussi  interessant  qu’un  livre,  meme  plus  en¬ 
core.  Ce  n’est  pas  possible.  Un  livre  a  un  contenu,  une  intrigue,  un  jeu  a  de  Paction.  Mais  quel  action,  par  contre! 
Cette  action  est  l’inverse  de  ce  que  definit  le  dictionnaire. 

Pour  moi  un  jeu  electronique  est  un  passe-temps,  ni  plus  ni  moins.  II  y  a  d’autres  choses  plus  interessantes  et  plus 
intellectuelles  comme  par  example  lire  un  livre.  Les  jeux  electroniques,  c’est  toujours  pareil.  On  essaye  de  tuer  les 
fantomes  et  d’avoir  des  points.  Oui,  j’avais  raison.  Ces  jeux  sont  banals.  Avec  un  livre  notre  esprit  peut  traverser  le 
monde,  mais  un  jeu  electronique  s’arrete  a  l’ecran.  Apres  avoir  lu  un  livre  on  questionne  l’histoire  et  l’auteur.  Apres 
avoir  fini  une  partie,  qu’est-ce  qu’on  questionne? 

Tout  a  coup  ma  soeur  me  demande  si  je  veux  essayer  son  jeu.  J’allais  lui  dire  non,  mais  j’ai  eu  soudain  envie  de 
jouer. 

Deux  cents,  quatre  cents,  sept  cents  points,  quel  jeu  ...  c’est  tout  de  meme  captivant! 

Nadine  Grunberg,  secondaire  II 

Premier  prix  pour  la  competition  organisee  entre  les 

Secondaires  II  et  III 


STAR 

She  lives  in  her  own  world,  a  separate  space  defined  by  her  alone.  Those  who  come  too  close  are  singed  by  her 
anger.  She  needs  her  privacy,  and  resents  those  who  seek  her  warmth.  They  reach  for  her,  wishing  to  share  in  her 
turmoil.  Their  long  arms  grab  at  her.  She  lashes  back,  and  stunned,  they  move  away. 

She  is  very  beautiful.  Her  long  hair  streams  out  into  space.  Her  eyes  flash  wildly,  and  her  heavenly  body  glows 
from  within.  Her  blood  surges  through  her  body,  increasing  in  its  speed  every  minute.  The  fire  makes  her  itch. 
Restlessly,  she  turns  in  circles.  She  moves  in  her  frenzy;  she  twitches  and  shakes  as  she  tries  to  shake  off  the  beast 
inside  her.  She  rides  her  fury  with  abandon.  She  lives  for  the  present,  exulting  in  the  wildness  of  her  youth. 

One  day,  she  will  swallow  herself  up.  She  will  annihilate  herself,  suck  herself  dry,  and  spit  out  her  glow.  She  will 
be  as  cold  as  ice.  She  cannot  even  begin  to  imagine  the  cold.  She  will  be  avoided,  and  ultimately  forgotten.  Reaching 
for  her  life,  she  will  entrap  others  who  come  too  near.  She  will  become  a  deep,  never-ending  hole,  and  destroy  with 
ice  what  she  now  kills  with  fire.  She  will  lie  empty.  Her  fervour  will  have  vanished. 

They  admire  her  fervour.  They  name  their  children  after  her,  and  thus  she  is  eternally  the  future.  They  do  not  see 
the  end.  They  cannot  imagine  life  without  the  fury  of  her,  always  watching  and  lashing  out  in  all  her  strength  and 
glory. 

She  knows  she  is  needed.  Sometimes  she  shines  a  little  brighter,  when  she  is  bored  and  wants  their  love.  She 
preens  herself  for  them,  although  she  would  never  admit  it.  She  does  not  stop  to  think.  She  never  stops.  She  is 
continual  motion.  She  is  screaming.  No  one  can  hear  her.  They  have  learned  to  keep  their  distance  from  her.  She 
lives  in  her  own  space,  a  space  defined  by  her  alone. 


Leslie  Paris 
Grade  11 
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THE  ZEBRA  WHO  WAS  TIRED  OF  STRIPES 


Beppo  was  a  zebra.  He  lived  in  Kenya  with  his  family,  a  large  herd  of  zebras.  Beppo  did  not  always  like  to  be  in  a 
crowd.  That’s  why  he  sometimes  went  off  by  himself  to  explore.  On  one  of  these  trips  he  met  Yussup,  a  painter.  He  sat 
beside  his  jeep  with  many  different  colours  of  oil  paints,  brushes,  and  canvas.  At  first  Beppo  was  a  little  scared.  That’s 
why  he  tried  to  hide  behind  some  bushes.  Yussup  did  not  move  and  looked  very  friendly,  so  Beppo  came  closer.  They 
became  very  good  friends.  Yussup  painted  a  beautiful  painting  of  Beppo  and  Beppo  felt  very  special. 

One  day  Beppo  came  to  Yussup  to  ask  him  for  a  favor.  Beppo  had  become  tired  of  his  stripes  and  wanted  a  change.  He 
wanted  Yussup  to  paint  over  his  stripes  and  make  large  pink  dots.  Yussup  warned  Beppo  that  his  family  would  chase  him 
away  and  he  could  starve.  Beppo  insisted  and  because  Yussup  was  his  friend  he  painted  over  his  stripes.  When  Yussup 
had  finished  painting  over  his  stripes,  Beppo  looked  very  different.  He  went  off  to  his  family  to  be  admired.  Soon  after 
Beppo  came  back  crying.  Yussup  had  been  right.  His  family  and  friends  did  not  want  him  anymore  and,  worst  of  all,  the 
flies  were  stuck  on  the  oil  paint  and  he  was  very  itchy.  Beppo  begged  Yussup  to  take  off  the  paint  and  let  him  look  like  his 
old  self  again.  When  Beppo  finally  looked  the  same  again  he  was  very  happy  and  thought  it  was  very  silly  for  a  zebra  to 
be  tired  of  stripes. 


Ariadne  Decker 
Grade  Four 

Junior  School  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 


THE  DISAPPEARING  SHADOW 

As  most  of  us  know,  London  is  a  fascinating  city.  My  dream  had  finally  come  true.  Here  I  was,  right  downtown  on 
Oxford  Street  surrounded  by  busy  noises  and  humans  rushing  by.  The  different  types  of  clothing  made  it  difficult  to  tell 
where  the  people  came  from.  Many  Arab  women  were  dragging  the  hems  of  their  long,  white  skirts  in  the  dust  of  the 
street,  their  faces  and  heads  completely  covered,  except  for  their  dark  eyes.  At  the  next  corner  a  loud  voiced  woman  tried 
to  convince  the  people  passing  by  to  climb  only  one  flight  of  stairs  to  gain  absolute  knowledge  of  the  present,  past,  and 
the  future,  for  only  five  pounds. 

It  was  my  plan,  however,  to  make  use  of  my  only  day  in  London  in  a  much  different  way.  I  wanted  to  go  on  one  of 
those  lovely  double-decker  buses,  see  Buckingham  Palace,  Hyde  Park,  and  above  all,  the  Tower  of  London. 

When  I  finally  stood  behind  those  thick  stone  walls  of  the  oldest  building  in  London,  my  mind  wandered  back  cen¬ 
turies,  and  the  images  of  Anne  Boleyn,  Mary  Stewart,  Henry  VI,  and  the  two  princes,  Edward  and  Richard,  appeared 
walking  through  Traitor’s  Gate,  to  be  murdered  by  someone  who  saw  his  power  in  danger. 

While  climbing  up  the  narrow  stones  steps,  and  looking  out  over  the  River  Thames,  breathing  in  the  cool,  moist,  late 
afternoon  air,  I  was  wondering  what  a  death  sentenced  prisoner  might  have  felt  standing  in  this  same  spot  only  centuries 
ago.  I  could  escape  ... 

A  slight  tap  on  the  shoulder  awakened  me;  it  is  time  to  leave,  we  are  closing  the  gates.  My  wandering  mind  returned  to 
the  present  and  now  I  was  left  with  history  being  nothing  but  a  disappearing  shadow. 


Arabella  Decker 
Grade  Eight 

Middle  School  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
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A  WORLD  WITHOUT  BOOKS 


“As  she  walked  down  the  hill  her  body  seemed  to  possess  a  music  of  its  own.  Her  blonde  hair  bounced  about  her 
shoulders  with  each  graceful  step  she  made.  Her  eyes  were  large,  with  thick  lashes  that  brushed  her  cheeks  caressingly. 
Her  lips  were  full  her  body  generous.  By  watching  her  it  was  easy  to  comprehend  why  women  had  once  been  damned  as 
the  devil’s  creation.  She  glanced  casually  behind  her,  and  his  pace  quickened. 

Before  he  knew  it  she  had  plunged  into  the  beckoning  sea.  He  dove  in  after  her,  his  body  emerging  beside  hers.  His 
arms  slipped  around  her  waist.  She  could  feel  his  strength  overwhelming  her  own  fragility.  Though  she  was  like  a  flower 
in  his  hands,  she  knew  she  had  the  power  to  crush  him  in  an  instant.  How  foolish  men  were;  like  dogs  on  a  leash  -  led 
anywhere  and  trained  to  heel.  No,  she  would  spare  him  the  agony.  She  loved  him  and  that  made  a  difference.  She 
allowed  his  lips  to  touch  her  own,  and  then  she  gently  pushed  him  away.  She  lunged  forward  and  he  followed. 

In  the  moonlight  they  resembled  two  frolicking  dolphins,  revealing  the  beauty  of  true,  young  love.” 

The  girl  lay  the  book  face  down  on  the  piercing  white  sheets.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  permitted  the  wonderful  passage 
to  seep  softly  into  her  mind.  Suddenly  she  heard  the  door  of  her  room  open,  and  though  it  sounded  far  away,  it  disrupted 
her  mind’s  working  nevertheless,  and  her  thoughts  faded  into  a  delicate  mist. 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  stared  at  the  plump,  but  severe  looking,  nurse  who  was  approaching  her.  In  one  fluid  motion 
she  grabbed  the  limp  wrist  that  lay  seemingly  immobile  upon  the  bed.  The  nurse  next  felt  the  girl’s  forehead,  and  in 
disapproval  shook  her  head.  Then,  as  if  for  the  first  time,  she  noticed  the  book  on  the  bed.  She  erupted  like  a  fiery 
volacno,  letting  the  lava  spew  forth. 

“A  book!  Who  gave  it  to  you?  How  day  they?  Reading!  In  your  condition!”  Without  warning  she  snatched  it  up,  and 
stormed  out  of  the  room,  the  floor  shaking  as  if  the  area  was  experiencing  a  mild  tremor. 

The  girl  only  then  realized  what  had  happened,  and  she  let  out  a  faint  cry  of  horror. 

“How  could  you?”  she  uttered  in  despair.  Panic  stricken,  her  eyes  darted  wildly  about  the  room  for  something  that 
she  could  read  -  anything  that  would  remove  her  from  the  hell  hole  that  she  was  in.  The  room  was  naked,  except  for  a 
pink  rose  that  stood  in  a  crystal  vase  on  the  night  table. 

Her  fever  mounted,  yet  she  still  tried  desperately  to  regain  her  lost  images,  but  to  no  avail. 

Once  again  she  became  conscious  of  her  surroundings.  The  nurse  that  had  recently  attended  her  and  a  doctor  were  by 
her  side.  She  tried  to  communicate,  but  through  her  glossy  eyes  everything  seemed  so  unreal,  and  so  unreachable  that  she 
surrundered.  Yet,  she  was  able  to  mumble  one  last  sentence;  “She  took  away  my  joy.”  She  sighed  peacefully  and  passed 
away  into  a  world  of  eternal  dreams. 

“My  God,”  said  the  doctor,  “I  don’t  understand  it!” 

“Neither  do  I!’  exclaimed  the  nurse.  “Luckily,  I  seized  this  book  she  was  reading.  It  probably  exhausted  her  -  sealed 
her  fate,  so  to  speak.”  The  doctor  glared  at  her  in  disbelief,  and  marched  out  of  the  room.  The  nurse  shrugged  her 
shoulders,  opened  the  book,  and  began  to  read. 


Natalie  Lerch 
Grade  Eleven 

Senior  School  First  Prize  Winner 
Alexander  Hutchison  Competition 
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AiuariiH  19B4 


6th  Form  Awards 
Head  Girl:  Julie  Bushell 
Sub-Head:  Caroline  Otto 
Vale  Prize:  Jane  Eisenhauer 
Academic  Promise:  Caroline  Otto 
Yearbook  Prize:  Anouk  Looten 
Leslie  Paris 
Drama  Prize:  Debbie  Schatia 
SOGA  Citizenship  Prize:  Debbie  Schatia 

House  Awards 

House  Point  Cup:  Kappa  Rho 
Athletic  Cup:  Delta  Beta 
Swimming  Cup:  Kappa  Rho 
Debate  Plaque:  Delta  Beta 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Senior:  1st:  Natalie  Lerch 
2nd:  Zoe  Creighton 
3rd:  Leslie  Paris 
Middle:  1st:  Arabella  Decker 
2nd:  Elise  Johnston 
Honorable  Mention:  Martha  McCall 
Junior:  1st:  Ariadne  Decker 
2nd:  Sarah  Musgrave 
3rd:  Sonya  Lee  Hamilton 
Lucie  Opatrny 

QAIS  Essay  Competition  (Junior  Division) 
2nd  place:  Arabella  Decker 

Whitley  Award  for  Handwriting 
Senior:  1st:  Rachel  De  Salis 

2nd:  Virginia  Schweitzer 
Honorable  Mention:  Katie  Chao 
Middle:  1st:  Genie  Cortez 
2nd:  Wendy  Chiu 

Honorable  Mention:  Martha  McCall 
Junior:  1st:  Catherine  Saucier 
2nd:  Jeana  Park 


Verse  Speaking 

Senior:  1st:  Victoria  Angel 

2nd:  Paulana  Layman 
Heather  McDowell 
Middle:  1st:  Genie  Cortez 

2nd:  Jennifer  Engels 
Junior:  1st:  Melina  Nacos 
2nd:  Deborah  Tarr 

Public  Speaking 
Senior:  1st:  Vanessa  Gillespie 
2nd:  Liza  Bowman 

Honorable  Mention:  Leslie-Ann  Chang 

Samantha  Mason 

Extra-Mural: 

Rotary  Club  (private  school’s  sector  winner): 

Leslie  Paris 

Secondary  III  QAIS  Competition: 

1st:  Christian  Borntraeger 
3rd:  Liza  Bowman 
Secondary  I  and  II  competition: 

2nd:  Wendy  Chiu 

Joutes  Oratoires:  1st:  Natasha  Dupont 
2nd:  Carla  Guttman 
3rd:  Arabella  Decker 
Wendy  Chiu 

Merit  Awards 
Grade  4  Sandi  Chao 
Grade  5  Ariane  Shuster 
Grade  6  Natalie  Gitto 
Grade  7  Genie  Cortez 
Anne  Heenan 
Grade  8  Wendy  Chiu 
Grade  9  Virginia  Schweitzer 


Grade  10  Leslie-Ann  Chang 
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V 


Births 

To  Mary  Cape  (’59)  and  Brian  Usher-Jones,  twin  sons,  in  Toronto. 

To  Ruth  Common  (’73)  and  Robert  Gauthier,  a  son,  in  Toronto. 

To  Deirdre  Demers  (’73)  and  Donald  Waldorf,  a  son,  September  ’83  in  Calgary. 

To  Caroline  Henwood  (’64)  and  Robert  Hoen,  a  girl,  November  ’83  in  West  Hartford, 
Conn. 

To  Penny  Herbert  (’69)  and  Paul  Smith,  a  son,  October  ’83  in  Montreal. 

To  Elizabeth  Slaughter  (’70)  and  James  Little,  a  daughter,  February  ’84  in  Montreal. 

To  Penny  Smith  (’69)  and  Paul  Hebert,  a  son,  in  Montreal. 

Marriages 

Dawn  Alexander  (’78)  to  Dr.  Alan  Coffey 

-  July  in  Montreal 

Sarah  Hampson  (’75)  to  Keith  Clarridge 

-  September  in  Toronto 

Kathleen  Kirkpatrick  (’68)  to  Alan  Adelstein 

-  December  ’82  in  Montreal 

Anne  MacTavish  (’72)  to  William  Honeywell 

-  June  in  Ottawa 

Jennifer  Mather  (’79)  to  Fawaz  Kahl 

-  December  ’83 

Karen  McKenna  (’72)  to  Conrad  Baumgartner 

-  October  ’83 

Barbara  Oliver  (’76)  to  Daniel  Tasse 

-  December  ’82 

Anne  Roy  (’68)  to  Hani  Boulos 

-  February,  now  lives  in  Saudi  Arabia 
Rosalie  Sabler  (’71)  to  Stephen  Nagler 

-  December  ’82 

Janet  Saunderson  (’71)  to  Harold  Gill 

-  December  ’82 

Jane  Skelton  (’72)  to  Jeffrey  Shiroky 

-  January  ’84 

Lynda  Southam  (’58)  to  Harvey  Hamilton-Katz 

-  October  ’82 

Nina  Wall  (’79)  to  Marcel  Cote 

-  May  ’83 


Aimerttfiutg 


HOWARTH  INC. 

SPECIALIZING  IN  SCHOOL  OUTFITS 
FOR  PRIVATE  AND  PUBLIC  SCHOOLS 


Howarth  Inc.  is  a 
Montreal  tradition. 
They  have  dressed 
generations  of 
families  beginning 
with  school 
uniforms  for 
private  and  public 
schools,  both 
English  and 
French,  through 
to  custom  made 
suits  and  shirts. 
The  sort  of  outfit 
that  always  looks 
right.  Under  one 
roof  you  can 
outfit  the  whole 
family. 


HOWARTH  INC. 

1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 

Montreal,  Quebec 
Tel:  861-9243 


MOST  MAJOR  CREDIT  CARDS  HONORED 
COMPLIMENTARY  IND  OR  PARKING  ENTRANCE  1255  MacKAY 


CLASSICAL  BALLET  MODERN  DANCE 


»  .  ■  . .r,  f 


WESTMOCINT  BALLET 
-  CO-OP  ^ 


Montreal  Branch  of  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY 
OF  DANCE 

ACCEPTS  STUDENTS  AGED  5  AND  UP 
SMALL  CLASSES  (MAXIMUM  12) 


Ballet  Syllabus  approved  by  RAD  President, 
DAME  MARGOT  FONTEYN  DE  ARIAS 

Modern  Dance  follows  Syllabus  of  the 
IMPERIAL  SOCIETY  OF  TEACHERS  OF 
DANCING 


INSTRUCTOR:  SHEILA  CHIN,  graduate  of 
the  Canadian  College  of 
Dance,  Theatre  Department 
of  Ryerson  Polytechnic  In¬ 
stitute,  Toronto,  Ontario 

EXAMS:  Both  Children’s  and  Professional 
examinations  are  offered 

INFORMATION:  Please  phone  937-8712 

486-1648 

849-9506 

or  write  603  Victoria  Ave., 
Westmount  H3Y  2R8 


LE  BUNYIP 

QUALITY  TOYS  -  RECYCLED  &  NEW 

BOUGHT  &.  SOLD 


4937  Sherbrooke  Q. 
Westmount,  Que 
H3Z  1H2 

( 514)  484-5657 


Best  Wishes  to 
the  1984  Graduates 


Compliments  of 

BIRKS 

JEWELLERS 


To  The  Class  Ofr 
1*104- 

MAY  ALL  YOU* 

BJLcuAioartC' 

T-’teasurt, 

COME.  TRUE 

BEST  WISHES  , 

LjOroc/iCy 
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Yearbook  Committee 


BACK  ROW:  Leslie  Paris,  Anouk  Looten. 

SECOND  ROW:  Dawn  Hinchey,  Julie  Bushell,  Diana  Walls,  Heather  McDowell,  Victoria  Angel. 

THIRD  ROW:  Tina  Sadek,  Paulana  Layman,  Sarah  Allan,  Caroline  Otto,  Heather  Trott,  Debbie  Schatia,  Fiona 
Wright,  Elizabeth  Cheesebrough,  Natalie  Lerch,  Stacy  Hreno. 

FRONT  ROW:  Anne  Heenan,  Genie  Cortez,  Martha  McCall. 

ABSENT:  Lenore  Notkin. 


EDITOR:  Anouk  Looten 
SUB-EDITOR:  Leslie  Paris 


ADVERTISING:  Victoria  Angel  PHOTOGRAPHY:  Debbie  Schatia 

Elizabeth  Cheesebrough 

S.O.G.A.:  Diana  Walls  Lenore  Notkin 


SPORTS:  Fiona  Wright 
Heather  Trott 

GRAD:  Debbie  Schatia 

JUNIOR  SCHOOL:  Sarah  Allan 

Fiona  Wright 

COPY:  Jane  Eisenhauer 


ART:  Caroline  Otto 
Sarah  Allan 
Lenore  Notkin 
Leslie  Paris 
Anouk  Looten 

TYPING:  Julie  Bushell 
Natalie  Lerch 


CREATIVITY:  Heather  McDowell 
Lenore  Notkin 

GRADE  10  REP:  Paulana  Layman 
GRADE  9  REP:  Tina  Sadek 
GRADE  8  REP:  Martha  McCall 
GRADE  7  REPS:  Genie  Cortez 

Anne  Heenan 


Conversation  between  the  editors: 

-  That’s  a  terrible  picture  of  her.  If  we  used  it  ... 

-  We  could  blackmail  her  with  it! 

-  Let’s  crop  this  picture,  too  much  backround. 

-  Sure.  Oops,  I  just  cut  off  her  head.  Oh,  by  the  way,  when  are  we  expecting  that  activities  copy? 

-  We  only  asked  for  it  last  week.  We  should  get  it  in  two  months  or  so. 

-  How  many  picas  here? 

-  Why  don’t  we  make  it  bleed? 

-  Sounds  great  to  me. 

This  has  been  a  year  of  transition  for  the  whole  school,  with  the  arrival  of  our  new  headmistress,  Mrs.  Eve 
Marshall.  Consequently  it  has  been  a  very  busy  year  for  her,  but  she  has  still  found  the  time  to  guide  us  as  yearbook 
advisor.  We  thank  her  for  all  her  effort. 

We  regret  the  departure  of  Miss  Rees,  who  as  secretary  has  been  very  efficient  in  keeping  this  school  running  well. 
As  yearbook  advisors  we  are  grateful  for  her  help.  Thanks  are  also  in  order  to  Mrs.  Ballantyne  and  to  her  successor, 
Mrs.  McConnell. 

Lastly,  thanks  to  our  class  for  their  immense  contributions  to  this  yearbook. 


Anouk  and  Leslie 
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